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PREFACE. 

In writing a story of New Zealand life, one great 
difficulty presents itself. 

It is a life which in its social aspects is continually 
altering, as the country advances in prosperity and 
civilization. The colours in the kaleidoscope remain 
the same, but the pattern gradually changes. 

In writing this story, I had in my mind the New 
Zealand of some years ago, with which I first made 
acquaintance. Since then much is altered. The 
land which lay waste and desolate is now fenced 
and under cultivation, and society has become more 
formal, and conforms more strictly to the rules in 
vogue in Europe. 



vi Preface. 

• 

Charlotte Bronte says^ at the end of one of her 
letters Avritten on the Continent, to a friend at 
home, that it seems to her, while writing, as if the 
winds and waves of the Channel must drown the 
sound of what she is saying. 

I too have the same odd fancy. Thinking of the 
mighty waste of waters which separates me from 
the home-country, I feel tempted to exclaim, " Oh, 
mighty ocean which divides us, hush your roar 
awhile ! Oh, wild winds, cease to moan ! and let 
them hear my voice in England !'* 
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OVEE THE HILLS, AND FAE AWAY. 



A STOEY OF NEW ZEALAND. 



CHAPTBE I. 



ON THE LEWES EOAD. 



Beighton during the season, and about three o'clock 
on a glorious summer afternoon ; the Grand Parade 
a stream of carriages and riders so deep and 
rapid that Lucy Cunningham, after waiting vainly 
for several minutes for a chance to cross the road, 
gave it up in despair, and pursued her way along 
the foot pavement nearest the sea, hoping for better 
luck anon. 

She had some letters in one hand, and was intend- 
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ing to drop them into the first pillar letter-box she 
met with. There was one on the farther side of the 
road just opposite to her she knew, but at present 
she was cut oflF "from it by the steady ebb and flow 
of chariots and horsemen. She comforted herself 
with the reflection that she had plenty of leisure 
time, and that her walk would be better prolonged, 
for it was the last walk she was to undertake in 
England until — who could say when ? 

This was Monday. On Tuesday she was going 
with her mother on board the '' Flora Macdonald/^ 
bound for Otago. 

Lucy Cunningham said to herself, as she sauntered 
down the Brighton Parade that afternoon, that with 
the morrow a new chapter in her life would begin. 
But she was wrong. It was to commence that day. 

This history does not concern itself with anything 
happening to Lucy previous to the time I now write 
of. Briefly and concisely, in as few words as pos- 
sible, let me state how she came to take that last 
walk in Brighton when a fresh episode in her life 
opened out before her. 
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She was then twenty-one, and her brother Louis 
was eight years her senior. The last four he had 
spent in New Zealand with his father, and then he 
had taken a trip to England to fetch his sister, who 
had been educated at home, out to the colony. She 
had been brought up under the care of her two 
maiden aunts, who had, besides their house at 
Brighton, a beautiful little villa upon the banks of 
the Thames, between which residences they divided 
their time with extreme regularity. 

Lucy had not seen her father for seven years, for 
that period had elapsed since he had left England, 
so that he was almost a stranger to his only daughter. 
When she last saw him she was 

" Standing witli reluctant feet 
Where the brook and river meet- 
Womanhood and childhood sweet." 

Now childhood had passed for ever into the '^ days 
that are no more;^^ but Lucy was still in all the 
bloom of her first youth. 

Let me try to sketch her as she stands in this first 
chapter of my story, leaning over the railings of the 

B % 
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Esplanade, looking out, not only at tte blue waves 
of the Channel, but also at the advancing tide of her 
life. A pretty girl certainly, yet not uncommonly 
so. You may see many fairer faces in the carriages 
passing by. A complexion more pale than rosy — ^not 
beautiful, yet not sallow ; a mouth and nose of the 
same mediocre type; eyes not large, but bright and 
clear; and a broad, intelligent forehead. Her hair 
was, with the exception of her graceful, rounded 
figure, her one especial beauty. An artist would 
have loved its rich brown colour and its regular 
natural ripple ; so, too, he would have approved of 
the picturesque mass in which — Lucy disdained hair- 
pads or false plaits — it was gathered high upon her 
head, and set off with a blue ribbon. Lovely curly 
rings clustered, full of golden lights, upon the front 
of that natural crown, but no long falling tress or 
ringlet concealed the outline of the graceful neck and 
shoulders. Certainly that hair had been bestowed 
upon one who knew how to manage it and do it 
justice. The worst of it was, as Lucy herself used 
to say, that in these days of "wdgs and hair-dyes 
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people would not give her credit for ter real, true 
possession, but persisted in believing it to be false. 

My portrait is almost complete. It only remains 
to be added that Lucy was dressed, on the day we 
first met, like numbers of other BngUsh girls, in a 
pretty short walking costume of silvery grey lustre, 
with a little black high-crowned hat, adorned with a 
snow-white plume. 

She walked on for some time without making 
another attempt to cross the Parade. She had by 
this time determined that she would find her way 
home through the town, and post her letters — fare- 
wells to one or two friends — on the way. Louis, who 
had gone to London, would not be back until seven 
o'clock, and they were not to dine until then. 

The tide was coming in, the sky was without a cloud, 
and the air was only freshened by a faint breeze from 
the sea. The dark-blue waters heaved languidly in the 
summer afternoon. Lucy, in her heart, was bidding 
'' good-bye ^^ to it all, but not too sorrowfully. She 
was very young, and she fully intended to come back 
and visit it all again some day. 
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In the town she made a few purchases — last addi- 
tions to her outfit — ^and managed, with a forgetf ulness 
for which she felt provoked with herself, to pass the 
General Post Office without once thinking of her 
letters. She only remembered them when she was 
half-way home, and the incident that recalled them 
to her mind was this : — Turning the comer of a 
quiet by-street, which she knew would lead her back 
to the Parade, she saw, lying on the pavement before 
her, a letter, face downwards. 

She took it up. It was sealed and stamped, and 
directed in a lady^s hand, clear and good, to 

'^ E. Dacbe, Esq., M.D., 

" 301, Citadel Road, 

" Plymouth.^' 

It had been lying on a dusty square of stone, and 
was slightly soiled from its contact therewith. 

.There was not a single person visible in the street, 
and Lucy looked at the envelope in her hand, feeUng 
for a moment rather puzzled. Then she determined 
to slip it into the nearest letter-box with her own. 
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It was quite ready for posting, and the probabilities 
were that it had been dropped on the way to the 
post-oflSce by its bearer. 

She walked on with a few vague speculations 
in her mind as to the probable contents of this 
letter. Would she be assisting to make or to mar 
some small romance by posting it ? Or did it merely 
concern some prosaic, important matter of business ? 

In the next street which Lucy entered there was, 
as she knew, a chemist^s shop, which was also a 
post-oflSce. As she turned the corner of the street 
she saw that there was, standing by the letter-box, 
a tall lady, whose back was towards her. A black 
grenadine shawl, a black dress, and a black bonnet 
with violet flowers — that was all she could see. But, 
as she approached, the tall, sombre figure turned 
round, and Lucy saw a handsome face with an ex- 
pression of such blank dismay and perplexity that 
she actually started. Could this be the owner of the 
lost missive ? 

She held it towards the stranger with the words, 
"I have just found this lying in the road; does it 
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belong to you ? You are the first person I have 



seen since/^ 



The large eyes looking down at her — ^Lucy was 
rather below the medium height, and this lady was 
above it — ^lost their troubled expression. The lady 
in black smiled, took the letter quickly, and dropped 
it into the box before her. 

'' It belonged to me/^ she said. '' I must have 
let it fall as I came along. What a lucky chance I 
met you ! I am much obliged to you for returning 
it to me. It was of importance.^^ 

It was an important letter truly; but it never 
reached the person to whom it was addressed. Had 
it done so this story would never have been told. 
But he had already left Plymouth. The Dead Letter 
Office took possession of it, opened it, and found in 
it no clue to the writer, consequently it was doomed 
to annihilation. But it deserves mention here, be- 
cause, though it failed to fulfil the errand on which 
it was despatched, and died dumb to the only one 
who could have understood its words, yet it was the 
accidental cause of first bringing together fcwo 
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women who were destined to exercise a vast influ- 
ence on each other's lives. 

At this, their first meeting, neither made any great 
impression on the mind of the other. Lucy said to 
herself, ^^ She is handsome — decidedly so — ^but she 
looks as if she had a temper ; and, besides, she's 
rather faded. I wonder what that letter was 
about?'' 

The other, after her few hurried words of explana- 
tion to Lucy, made her a farewell gesture and turned 
away. Her thought was, ^' A pretty baby face, with 
no character about it; nice hair; I should recognize 
her again by that more easily than by anything 
else." 

She was walking away towards the end of the 
street, and presently she turned the comer. As she 
did so she looked back, but Lucy was gone. She 
had gone into the chemist's shop to make some 
small purchase. They did not see each other again 
just yet. 

Lucy went home and found her brother Louis 
waiting for her. He was a good-looking man, with 
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a fair beard and quiet, reserved manners. But for 
the present we must leave them, and follow the steps 
of the lady in black. 

She walked quickly, and as one who knew her way 
about Brighton well. Street after street she entered 
and left behind her, until at last the houses grew 
fewer in number, and the gay, busy part of the town 
was passed. 

She was on the Lewes Road, and in awhile she 
stopped at the gates of the cemetery which lies on 
the right-hand side as you leave Brighton. She 
passed under the archway and emerged on the gravel 
drive which leads up to the graves. Here she 
walked slower and with a more weary step. The 
tombs, among which is the great marble block with 
a medalUon on two sides, dedicated to the memory 
of Frederick William Robertson, she passed without 
a glance. She made her way, still slowly, but with- 
out pausing, to the higher and cheaper part of the 
burying-ground — not the very cheapest, but the 
intermediate part. Here she sought out a grave. 
There was no stone on it — only grass — and at the 
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head was planted a geranium. Other distinguishing 
sign it had none. 

Beside the green mound she sat down. She was 
high up on the slope of the hill. Brighton lay at her 
feet. The white tombs below stood out in exquisite 
contrast with the green tints of the grass and the 
tfees ; the sunlight lay brilliantly over all, and the 
sea rippled in front, blue and calm. The solitary 
figure seated on the hill-side had her eyes fixed upon 
the lovely view below, but her inward vision saw it 
not. 

Nothing interrupted her thoughts, whatever they 
were. There were two or three parties of visitors to 
the cemetery, but they were satisfied with examin- 
ing the larger and more striking-looking tombs 
below. Not one of them came any higher. At 
some little distance from her a man was busy paint- 
ing the small iron railing round a baby^s grave with 
dark-green paint, but he was intent upon his work, 
and did not notice the woman seated by a mound on 
his right. It was not at all an uncommon sight 
there, so that no one saw a change pass gradually 
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over the face of the motionless watcher on the 
hiU. 

It was a very handsome face, and would be so 
most probably for some years to come, although 
the first bloom and softness of youth were past, and 
although at first its expression was one of utter 
weariness and indifference j but as the minutes flew 
by, slowly, very slowly, the pale cheeks began to 
flush with pink, and there rose and darkened in the 
great grey eyes a look of wrath. 

The man who was painting the green railing came 
at last to tell her that it was the hour when the 
cemetery was closed for the night. He thought, as 
he spoke to her, that the expression of her face was 
not pleasant. She got up, however, and when he 
had gone back to fetch his paint and brushes, she 
pulled a few leaves from the geranium at the head 
of the grass-covered mound. 

She had a bunch of charms hanging to her watch- 
chain. Into one of these — a large, old-fashioned 
locket — she put the leaves, fastening the glass over 
them carefully, and then shutting the trinket with a 
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firm snap. Two of the charms upon the cluster were 
remarkable — a wedding-ring and its guards a circle 
of dead gold set with three turquoises. 

After this she walked slowly away. At that mo- 
ment she felt, as did the girl in Jean IngeloVs 
beautiful ghostly poem, '' Eequiescat in Pace,^^ after 
her vision, as she sat on the Cromer Downs and 
looked out to sea, — 

" I rose up, I made no moan, I did not ciy nor falter. 
Bat slowly in the twilight I came to Cromer town. 
What can wringing of the hands do, that which is ordained to 

alter? 
He had climbed, had climbed the mountain he would ne'er 
come down." 
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CHAPTER II. 



PAGES FROM LUCY^S DIARY. 



On board the '^ Flora Macdonald/' July 27th, 18 — . 
— ^Yesterday, Louis and I went on board the '^ Flora 
Macdonald/^ at Gravesend, and to-day we sailed ; so 
I suppose I ought immediately to commence a diary 
of the voyage. Every one, I am told, begins one on 
first setting out, but people say it is very hard to find 
something to record every day at sea. I shall learn 
by experience if this is true or not. 

To begin, then, with yesterday. It was rather a 
dull kind of day, and very hot, until in the middle of 
the day a breeze sprang up* from the river. We 
dined in Gravesend, and went on board our ship just 
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after tte passengers who were already assembled had 
finished their dinner in the saloon. They were most 
of them on deck. 

Just as I stepped on board, a gust of wind blew 
oflF my hat. It was immediately captured and restored 
to me by a gentleman with a dark beard, who was 
standing near. 

As I took my hat from him, I distinctly heard 
him mutter to himself, '^ What beautiful hair ! ^^ 

I felt myself grow scarlet, and was thankful to 
turn away to hide my hot cheeks; for the little 
scene had been so dramatic that it almost seemed as 
if I had lost my hat on purpose, for the sake of 
eflfect ! 

I had spirits enough to see the humorous side of 
everything ; and, indeed, the day was not a sad one 
at all to Louis and myself. This was chiefly, I think, 
because we had no especial friends to come and see 
the last of us. My aunts were not strong enough to 
attempt it ; Louis^ friends are chiefly in New Zealand; 
and of my school-girl allies, not one could arrange 
matters so as to escort me to the ship. 
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It was much better ; and both Louis and I were 
relieved at having got through all our farewells on 
terra firma. 

But pathetic little scenes were about us every- 
where, and were taking place that day all over the 
ship, from the wheel to the forecastle. In one comer 
I saw a poor old woman crying bitterly over her son, 
whom she never hoped to see again. 

A girl of my own age was lowered into a boat, 
looking as pale as death. As the boat pulled oflF, I 
saw that she had fainted, and her friends were trying 
to restore her, so far in vain. Her lover was on 
board our ship. 

The "ship^s husband,^^ as he is called, was on 
board, and the agent from Simpson and Seymour^s, 
but not the captain, and no one seemed quite to 
know when he might be expected. At six o^clock 
we went down to a most uncomfortable tea in the 
saloon. Every one sat in the wrong place, and no 
one had any appetite. 

All the other first-cabin passengers were at tea, 
and I may as well put down their names here. 
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The stem-cabin next to mine is taken by a young 
married couple — a Mr. and Mrs. Grant ; then cbmes 
my cabin^ then Louis', then the doctor's ; opposite to 
him is the gentleman with the beard, whose name I 
have not yet learnt. 

Then comes a cabin belonging to a Mr. Lennox, 
who has a run in Otago, and is returning from a few 
months' visit to England. He is grave, grey-haired, 
and elderly ; but with a pleasant, attractive face and 
manner. Then two ex-officers of the 200th, Mr. 
Prior and Mr. Meredith, share a cabin between them ; 
and the other stem-cabin is taken by a Mrs. Mostyn, 
with her two children and nurse. She is going out 
to join her husband. 

The saloon party is completed with the captain and 
first mate, who take the head and foot of the table. 

After tea we went up on deck again. It was utter 
misery and confusion. The doctor was reviewing the 
sailors on one side of the deck, and some of the second* 
cabin passengers had pitched their camp-stools, and 
were actually trying to keep their heads sufficiently 
clear in the confusion as to admit of their studying 

c 
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cheap editions^ in very small type, of the Waverley 
Novels ! 

It was a very hot night. The breeze died away 
again, and it became perfectly calm. Louis and I 
went and leant over the bulwarks, side by side, but 
were neither of us inclined to talk. 

A small steamer, bound for Eotterdam, passed us ; 
and the people clustered like bees on her deck, 
waved their hats and handkerchiefs, and cheered the 
emigrant vessel. Some of us returned the salute. It 
began to grow dusk. When it was getting quite 
dark, and I was tired of watching 

" The lamp's quiver 
So far in the river/* 

I went below. Sleep, as I imagined, would be out 
of the question in that small closet of a cabin, with 
such strange noises all about me; but I was dead 
tired, and soon fast asleep. 

The last thing I remember is hearing some one, 
standing close to my cabin door, in the saloon say, 
'^Good-bye, Dacre. Diexi vous garde !'^ 
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I looked tlirough the slides of my cabin ventilator, 
and saw the bearded gentleman shaking hands with, 
apparently, a friend, who was just leaving. '^ Dacre ? 
Dacre ? Where have I heard that name lately ? I 
cannot remember/' 

The captain came on board late at night, and we 
sailed about four o'clock this morning. Grey dawn 
showed the water visible through my port-hole, 
glassy smooth, but turning green. After breakfast I 
went on deck. It was a lovely morning, without a 
breath of wind. We were towed by a steam-tug to 
Deal, where we anchored, and waited for a breeze. 

Mr. Meredith, who is a very handsome, fair-haired 
man, introduced himself to Louis, and they rapidly 
made friends, while Mrs, Grant and I showed each 
other some new patterns in tatting. If we had been 
setting forth on a picnic in a pleasure-boat, we 
could not have had a more lazy, charming day of it, 
with novels and backgammon on deck. 

July 28th, Thursday,— Sailed this morning. 
Another lovely day. At night, off Dungeness. 

July 29th,— Our pleasant society has been quite 

c a 
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broken up by the melanclioly fact that almost all its 
members have succumbed to sea-sickness. There 
were several gaps at the breakfast table, and about 
ten o'clock Louis broke down. He went below, leaving 
me on deck, fully determined never to give in. 

The first mate came to me, as I stood by the door 
of the companion-stairs leading firom the saloon, and 
told me Beachy Head was in sight. 

I was wild for a last glimpse of the dear old 
Sussex coast, so he helped me to walk up the deck, 
and, holding fast by one of the belaying pins, I 
looked at the distant coast-line out of my opera- 
glass. 

After awhile a voice behind me said, " You must 
be tired of standing. Shall I fetch your easy chair 
up here for you ? '^ 

I looked round. Doctor Dacre, with his telescope 
?n his hand, was close to me, standing, in spite of 
Lhe rolling of the vessel, with sufficient ease and 
firmness as to show that this was not the first time 
he had been to sea. 

Doctor Dacre is the gentleman whom I have 
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mentioned in my diary before as '^ tlie man with the 
beard/' I should have added^ *^ and with the eyes,'' 
for his eyes are certainly uncommonly bright and 
handsome. For the rest, he looks about thirty, and 
has a pleasant face, with a square forehead. But he 
is not nearly as good looking as Mr. Meredith, who 
is by far our handsomest cabin passenger. 

I thanked Doctor Dacre, and he fetched my chair. 
Then, standing by my side, he said, "No one has 
introduced us to each other ; but, considering that 
we are likely to be near neighbours for a good many 
weeks, I think I may venture to present myself. 
Your name is Miss Cunningham, I know, and mine 
is Bylston Dacre." 

We both bowed very gravely and formally, in 
honour of the introduction, and then both laughed ; 
and Doctor Dacre remarked, "You seem to be a 
good sailor. Miss Cunningham." 

I told him this was my first voyage, and I was 
a&aid to boast too soon. " But you have been to 
sea before now, I am certain," I added. 

He asked me how I knew that. I said by the 
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way lie walked tlie deck. He smiled, and said I was 
right. He had been accustomed to spend days on 
board a Plvmonth trawler, and the motion of this 
large ship seemed nothing to him aft^r that. 

Then, after a short pause, he told me that with 
his telescope he conld see a thrashing machine on 
the downs, near Beachy Head. 

I exclaimed — and he held the glass for me to look 
through. 

When I raised my head, I saw that he was gazing 
at the white cliffs with a face, ihe expression of 
which had clouded during the last moment or two. 
I know his look rather startled me; and he must 
have noticed that it did, for, catching my eye, he 
said, '^ I was thinking of the last time 1 stood on 
the deck of an outward-bound, and looked at those 
cliffs. Six years ago. It's a long time.'' 

I did not know what to reply to this, so I made 
no answer. He also held his peace, and looked out 
darkly, for a few moments, at the distant coast. 

The blue waves of the Channel were leaping and 
dancing all round us. A large Turkish vessel was 
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passing us to leeward ; and behind were the white 
chalk walls^ with glimpses of the green down-land 
above. 

*^ Do you know Sussex^ Doctor Dacre?^^ I asked, 
more by way of something to say than because I 
took the slightest interest in the answer I might 
"receive. 

He shook his head. '^No/^ he said, ^^I have 
never even entered that county. I have no associa- 
tions with it whatever.^^ 

''All my pleasantest English associations centre in 
Sussex,'^ I said. 

'' And mine in Devonshire. ^^ 

I was beginning to grow intensely weary of the 
conversation. "This tiresome man!^^ I thought. 
'' Will he never go away, and let me read in peace ? 
What do I care which county he likes best ? or 
about his life six years ago V^ 

I was glad when the first mate, Mr. Bruce, came 
up, and began to talk to Doctor Dacre, who pre- 
sently left me, and they walked up and down the 
deck together. 
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I pondered for a minute or two on a subject that 
puzzles me. Where did I see or hear the nam^ 
" Dacre ^' before I left England ? I never knew any 
one of that name. I must have read it somewhere, 
but where ? and in connexion with what subject ? 
I cannot remember. 

Tired of worrying my memory, at last I took up 
my book again. It was the " Mill on the Floss,^' 
and I was soon quite absorbed in the history of 
Maggie Tulliver and Stephen. 
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CHAPTER III. 



PAGES FEOM LUCY^S DIAEY, 



In the afternoon Louis came on deck. He was pale 
and misanthropic. He said that life at present was 
a burden to him, and that the times were out of 
joint. He really was a trifle cross j but, under the 
circumstances, I quite forgave him. 

July 30th, Saturday. — ^A thick, gloomy day. Wind 
against us, and we were beating about all day off 
the Isle of Wight. Doctor Dacre and myself still 
the only survivors of the first-cabin passengers. His 
face looked much brighter than yesterday, in spite 
of the weather ; and he was kind enough to take me 
under his especial charge all day, wrapping me up 
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in rugs and waterproofs from the wet mist^ and 
carrying my easy chair about to one sheltered part 
of the deck after another as the vessel altered her 
course. He did not talk much, nor did I; but, 
somehow, I did not feel lonely with that rough- 
coated, broad-shouldered figure keeping guard over 
me at a little distance; and, upon the whole, the 
day passed pleasantly, though Louis was still 
invisible. 

July 31st, Sunday. — The captain read the Morn- 
ing Prayers of the English Church in the saloon ; 
and most of the passengers, including Louis, came 
to life again. 

August 1st, Monday. — To-day the pilot left us, 
and we had our last sight of the English coast. 
Devonshire faded away in the gloamin^, and on Tues- 
day morning we saw only a sapphire sea on all 
sides. 

I have been looking back over the pages of my 
diary, and I find that I have written a good deal in 
it about Doctor Dacre. I scarcely know what is the 
reason of this, except that he and I have been, from 
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the force of circumstances, which neither of us could 
prevent, much in the other^s society during the 
past week. And then, too, there is certainly some- 
thing about him which I like. I should say he is a 
man who would gain a great influence over the 
people he saw much of. But he is very peculiar 
with it all — very odd, indeed, at times. If it would 
not sound too romantic and sentimental for anything 
but a young lady^s diary, I should venture to suggest 
that he might have a story connected with his life. 
I must put down something which happened, trifling 
-though it is, to show what gave rise to this theory in 
my mind. 

This evening, Tuesday, August 2nd, most of the 
passengers were on deck about tea-time. It was a 
lovely evening, and a light wind, quite in our favour, 
was wafting us along swiftly and gently. 

I was playing backgammon with Mr. Meredith, 
who is certainly the handsomest man on board the 
'^ Plora.^^ Doctor Dacre was leaning over the bul- 
warks near us ; he was lounging with that perfect 
grace with which some men can manage to do 
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nofhmg — fan^nor of die most ftwriialii^ kind, 
becmse it sonhr strengdi dannanl:. 

Doctor Grey, die sliqi's docto-, one of die diortesi 
and &ttest of men, had been going kb raands 
among die invalids in die second cabin. Henoircame 
op die staiis fiom die single wnnen's departeienty 
and, ^**^^''^g bis ivay op die deck to die odier doctor, 
leant crer die bohiaiks by bis ade, and began to 
talk tobim. 

''One of die women down dieane is toj iD,'' I 
beard Doctor Grey say. ^ Sbe's worse dian ai^ of 
dion. And she seems a sopeiicH' sort of person too. 
I don't think I erer saw any one handscmier, in her 
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Mr. Meredith was throwing doubles with truly 
remarkable hick, and I was straggling against 
adrerse circumstances, with no hope of winning. 
Pobaps, having resigned myself to losing the game, 
I was attending more to what was being said near 
me than I otherwise shonid have been. 

Doctor Dacre had turned round, so that I conld 
see his &oe. 
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'^Has she got any friends on board ?" he asked^ 
with not much interest in his tone. 

*^ No. She is going out alone — ^to her brother^ I 
think she told me. She is very much above the 
women around her^ really." 

'^ Ah ? Is she young — this princess in disguise V^ 

'' About eight and twenty I should say." 

"Quite old enough to take care of herself. 
Handsome, you said ?" 

''Very. Black hair and great grey eyes. But 
she^s ill, you know." 

'' Ah, yes ! So you said." There was certainly 
more alacrity now in Doctor Dacre's manner. 

" What is her name ?" he asked. 

''Mrs. Keith." 

" She is a widow, then ?" 

Doctor Grey shrugged his shoulders. 

" That's as may be," he said. " I don't inquire 
into the family history of all my patients." 

There was a few moments' silence. I made 
my last throw and gave up the game. Mr. Mere- 
dith immediately challenged me to play again. 
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and commenced to put the board in order for 
another. 

Doctor Grey was speaking again. '^ She has given 
me her watch, and begged me to ask the captain to 
take charge of it for her. They often do that, you 
know, if they don^t think their fellow-passengers are 
to be trusted. Here^s the watch. She had a chain 
and a bunch of charms too, but those she would not 
part with.'^ 

Doctor Dacre took the watch in his hand. It was 
a pretty Httle hunting-watch. One side was plain ; 
the other had the letter " L ^^ upon it in dark-blue 
enamel. 

Turning it over on his palm, the doctor's coun- 
tenance fell. There came over it the same expres- 
sion which it had assumed when he looked at the 
Sussex cliffs, but intensified and mixed with — what ? 
Was it terror ? 

Then suddenly — for what reason I cannot tell — 
he looked full at me. This time there was another 
meaning in his eyes, but I could not read it. I had 
no clue to the mystery. 
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He handed back the watch^ and his hand did not 
tremble. I noticed that. 

^'A pretty little trinket/^ he said. "I don't 
wonder she was afraid to lose it. It's nearly tea- 
time, and I think I shall go below.^ 
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CHAPTER IV. 



ldcy's diaey. 



August 16th, Tuesday. — I have never touched my 
diary for a fortnight. So much for the good reso- 
lutions made at the commencement of the voyage. 

And I have nothing to plead in excuse, except 
that it is too hot to write ; too hot to exert one's 
mind in the least \ too hot to do anything all day but 
recline on deck under an awning, and amuse one's 
self after some very easy and luxurious fashion. 

Tennyson's ^^Lotos-Eaters" becomes intelligible 
to me at last. It ought to be read for the first time 
in the tropics. 

3j% ^* *|* ^^ ^^ 
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What was I writing about before this great cLasm 
occurred in my diary ? 

Something about Doctor Dacre and a woman who 
has been very ill among the second-class passengers. 
We have never seen her yet on deck, and I feel 
rather curious about her, I confess. 

Is there a mystery connected with her, or is it all 
my fancy, I wonder ? 

However it may be, I have not thought or seen 
much of Doctor Dacre lately. Somehow or other, he 
never comes in my way now. Once or twice I have 
been tempted to think that he purposely avoids me ; 
but that is so very improbable that I really cannot 
believe it. What motive could he possibly have ? 

A few days ago we were becalmed off Madeira 
about tea-time. The island looked beautiful, with 
an exquisite rosy glow on the cliffs, and a white 
convent perched high on the side of the hill. Mr. 
Meredith has some cousins who live at Madeira, 
though at present they are on a visit to England. 
One or two of them are young ladies, and I gather 
from all he has said that he is a great admirer of 

D 



34 Over the Hills, and Far Away, 

them. He tried hard to make out their house fVom 
the descriptions he had received, but could not 
succeed, even with the aid of the captain^s telescope. 

Strangely enough, all my pleasantest recollections 
of our week in the Channel centre around Doctor 
Dacre — Eylston Dacre. It is an uncommon name. 
But now. ... I don^t know why I shouldn^t 
write it^ . . . I have grown to find some one 
else much more agreeable. Clinton Meredith — what 
a pretty name it is! and how well suited to its 
owner, who is certainly the handsomest man I ever 
saw ! 

I can't describe him. He has fair hair and 
moustache, and eyes as blue as the ocean waves 
around us. 



u 



In thy blue eyes* splendonr, 

Where the warm light loves to dwell." 



And then, too, he sings so charmingly, and with so 
much expression. It is a treat to hear "When 
other lips '' from him. 

And then ... I think ... I am nearly 
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sore ... he means me to understand . . . 
but I will not write any more to-day. 

^^ ^^ ^^ ^* 

August 20tli. — ^Another day of this delicious lotos- 
eating existence. 

Let me try to put it all down from beginning to 
end. 

I was on deck directly after breakfast, reading 
'^Lady Adelaide's Oath/' with my easy chair 
facing the stem. The awning was over my head as 
usual, and the sky was of a glorious cloudless blue. 
The sea was very calm, and the ^' Flora Macdonald/' 
like every one else, seemed to have grown idle and 
to be loitering on her way. 

Louis was lying on the top of the skylight, 
smoking, and languidly dipping into the pages of a 
magazine; Mrs. Grant was seated near me, braiding 
herself a white Pique costume ; and Mrs. Mostyn, by 
her side, was sewing frills on to her little girl's frock. 

Mr. Meredith, with a book in his hand, was 
swinging luxuriously in his hammock, which he had 
caused to be slung to the spanker-boom; while 
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Doctor Dacre, a little further off, was prostrate on 
the deck, where he had made himself extremely 
comfortable with opossum rugs and cushions. 

The other passengers were scattered here and 
there, and two of the sailors, seated on the hen- 
coops, were mending the weak places in a sail, under 
the superintendence of the second mate, whose 
watch it was. 

Suddenly some one descries a black speck on the 
horizon, which must be a vessel. She comes nearer. 
Telescopes and opera-glasses are in demand. Our 
little community has roused up suddenly into keen 
anxiety and eager life. 

Preparations are made for signalling her. Soon 
we leam that she is a steamer, the ^^ Flying Foam,'' 
from Glasgow to Hong Kong, that she sailed a week 
later than the ^^ Flora,'' and has offered us news- 
papers. 

It is needless to say that the offer is snapped at. 
The '^Flying Foam" steams slowly past the stem of 
the '^ Flora," and lies-to alongside of her. 

Our first mate goes off in a boat, and fetches 
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the precious documents. Our captain presents the 
skipper of the ^^ Flying Foam '' with a turtle, who 
sends in return an oflFering of a little pig. Then the^e 
is a great cheering and waving of hats and hand- 
kerchiefs on board both vessels, and slowly the 
'^ Flying Foam'' steams away to Hong Kong, leaving 
the ^^ Flora Macdonald'' tossing on a glassy sea, be- 
neath a cloudless sky. 

Of course there was a rush for the newspapers. 
Mr. Meredith was especially anxious to see if there 
were any of the first sheets of the Times among them. 
There were two, and, pouncing upon one of them, he 
began to skim the column of "Births, Marriages, 
and Deaths.'' 

In a minute or two he stopped, turned scarlet, 
and filing the paper down with a low whistle. 

"Anything interesting, Meredith?" said Louis, 
who had resumed his old position on the sky- 
Ught. 

" Only the death of an old uncle," he answered. 
"I hope he has had the good taste to leave me 
something handsome." 
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I looked np, struck by something' forced and un- 
natural in the lightness of the tone. 

'^ I say^ Meredith, was jonr nncle's name Lind- 
say ?'' called ont his firiend, Mr. Prior, across the 
deck. 

''YouVe hit it, old fellow,** was the answ^. 
Mr. Prior tnmed awaj, stifling a langh. But 
Clinton Meredith was perfectly graye. lliere was 
a flash of anger in his beantifhl ejes for a mcmient 
when he looked at his firiend. Then the cdoor 
faded from his £BM?e, and he came a few steps nearer 
me. 

Jnst then the luncheon-bell rang, and eyeiy one 
rose and gathered together their books, working 
materials, and other belongings. 

Mr. Meredith offered to carry my books below 
for me. 

I let him take them, lingered a moment behind, 
snatched up the Tiiiiev?, and glanced down the list of 
deaths. The name of Lindsay was not among them, 
so that I do not belieye that story about his uncle*s 
death; but I think there was more in the aboye 
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little scene than appeared on the surface, and that is 
why I have recorded it in my diary. 

After lunch it was too hot to do anything. The 
very absence of all wind made the vessel roll heavily, 
and Doctor Dacre, coming up, lashed my chair to the 
side of the skylight, for I was beginning to find my 
position untenable. 

Then he went away, but I remained on deck for 
some time. I was talking to Mr. Prior, who was 
making a confidante of me in a manner which would 
have astonished any one who was not aware how 
rapidly acquaintanceships progress at sea. 

Mr. Prior is a tall man, as dark as a gipsey, and 
not handsome in the least, but good tempered and 
gentlemanly looking. He is engaged, he told me, 
to a girl whose acquaintance he made at Gibraltar 
about a year ago. 

She was travelling with her father, who had been 
ordered to Spain for his health, and has since re- 
covered, and chosen to offer the most decided oppo- 
sition in his power to the match. 

This has caused Mr. Prior to leave the army and 
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emigrate to Otago, where he has some cousins 
already settled and prospering, and by whose aid he 
hopes to get on. 

But the most romantic part of the story is yet to 
come. Miss Winstanley — ^for that is her name — has 
promised to come out and join him in a very few 
months. She will be of age in January, he said, and 
will then act for herself. Fortunately, they have 
secured her brother as an ally, and he has promised 
to bring her out, as she would not like to undertake 
the voyage alone. 

I was very much interested in Mr. Prior^s story, 
and I sympathized, I am sure, to his heart's content. 
By the time we had talked it well over, and he had 
shown me two or three photographs of his lady-love 
— a tall, fine-looking girl, in a large, majestic style — 
the bell rang for dinner, and we had to adjourn 
below. 

Dinner at 3.30 ; then a gorgeous tropical sunset ; 
and then a glorious moonlight evening on deck. 

I have never seen a more beautiful efiect of light and 
shadow than you get by standing at the binnacle on 
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such nights. The deck of the " Flora Macdonald ^^ 
is flush to the forecastle, which is raised a few steps. 
The secpnd-cabin passengers collect together by the 
mainmast and sing song after song, all of which, 
however ill .performed, are greeted with immense 
applause. A more appreciative audience for un- 
developed talent it would be hard to find. 

Sometimes they dance instead; but to-night it 
was a concert, and not a ball. 

About eight bells the festivity was at its height. 
Louis was, I fear, joining in it ; at least, he was not 
at the stem, where I was standing with Mrs. Grant 
and Mr. Meredith, nor was he in the saloon. The 
skylights were raised, and we could look down and 
see that a rubber of whist was being played, in the 
warm lamp -light, by Doctor Grey, the captain, Mr. 
Grant, and Mr. Prior. 

They broke up at last, and Doctor Grey came up and 
joined us. I called his attention to the picturesque 
group collected amidships, in the space of bright 
moonlight, between the two great shadows cast by 
the sails. 
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As he looked at it he told me that the woman who 
has been so ill was on deck to-night. It is the first 
night she has been np for any length of time^ and 
thongh Doctor Grey has roosed our curiosity by his 
description of her^ we have none of us had a chance 
to see her before. 

Once or twice she has appeared on deck for a few 
minutes while we were at dinner, but always when 
we came up again she was gone. 

To-night I determined to see her, and I did, in 
this manner : — 

At nine o'clock I shook hands with Mrs. Grant 
and Clinton Meredith, wished them good-night, and 
walked to the door of the companion-stairs leading 
to the saloon. There are two doors — one opening on 
each side. I went in at the one on the weather side, 
close to which the concert was being held, and out 
again by the other. 

This part of the deck was quite quiet and deserted. 
Only one figure — the one I was looking for — ^was 
seated about half-way between where I stood and 
the forecastle. 
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Her face was turned away; but presently she 
looked round, and I involuntarily drew back into 
the shadow of the doorway. 

Strange to say, I recognized her. She is the 
woman whom I met in the street at Brighton the 
day before we sailed. Her face is white and wasted ; 
she has evidently been very ill. But Doctor Grey 
is right; she is very handsome — very uncommon- 
looking. 

As I stood there watching her, a man came down 
the deck, whistling softly to himself an accom- 
paniment to the air they were singing at the other 
side — 

" For I*m marr-i-ed to a merm-i-ed 
At the bottom of the sea." 

He emerged from the deep shadow by the main- 
mast out into the moonlight. It was Doctor Dacre. 

More curiously still, then I remembered where I 
had seen that name before. 
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CHAPTER V. 

LAURA. 

DocTOK Dacke, still whistling, came slowly down the 
deck. The ship was very steady, and he walked 
with deliberate ease towards the figure seated in the 
moonlight. 

Within a few paces of it he stopped, and, struck 
seemingly by some sudden misgiving, n;.rM;d back 
to the door of the companion and looked keenly into 
the darkness. 

There was no one there. Lucy had gone below. 
By the light of the lamp of the stairs he saw that 
they were vacant. 

He listened a moment. He heard the captain's 
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voice in the saloon wish '^good night '^ to Miss 
Cunningham as she passed up to her cabin. Then 
he heard only the jingling of some glasses in the 
steward^s pantry. Satisfied at last^ he turned away. 

The same figure was still seated in the same place 
in the same attitude. She watched him quietly as 
he approached. When he at last stood by her side, 
she rose slowly to her feet and faced him. 

On that hot tropical night she had no covering on 
her head. Her beautiful black hair, glossy as satin, 
and as smooth and waveless, was fastened in two 
massive plaits on the top of her head. The thin 
black shawl upon her shoulders she allowed to drop 
as she rose, showing that her dress was black also, 
and that she wore around her throat a broad band 
of black velvet. Save that she had no crape about 
her, she might have worn a suit of mourning. 

Besides that this woman was in face and figure 
unusually handsome, she knew how to dress herself 
to advantage. She had the gift, which some women 
never possess or can learn, of knowing how to put 
on what she wore. Even in plain black this was 
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apparent. Her costume fitted her to perfection, 
even to the little white ruff at her throat, which 
might have cost her sixpence, yet which added the 
only touch wanting to the general effect. Her 
shawl, poor and shabby as it was, was folded in a 
manner graceful enough to atone for its faults. 

Holding this shawl, caught over one arm, with the 
moonlight falling on her white face and throat, and 
the black band round it, she waited for the doctor 
to speak first. 

"I am not surprised,^^ he began. ^'I guessed 
long ago it was you.^^ 

"Then you recognized me?" she returned, 
looking at him steadily out of her large grey eyes. 
^^I am not changed? I have been ill, you 
know." 

" I know," he said. " Of course that has changed 
you a little— not much, though. But never mind. 
You don^t want compliments from me, I should 
imagine. Where have you been since . . . since 
I saw you last?" 

" You really wish to know ? Is it possible ?" she 
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returned, with the bitterest irony in her tone. '' But 
it would be too long a story, Rylston, to tell you 
now and here. The time is short. Let us get what 
must be said spoken as quickly as possible.^' 
'' What do you want me to do, Laura V^ 
" Not to recognize me. Oh, no ! the time for 
that has gone by. But I am only a poor second- 
class passenger, and you are living in luxury. Con- 
sidering that we once knew each other very well 
. . . considering this ^^ — she showed him, among 
the charms hanging to her short gold watch-chain, a 
wedding-ring and its guard, a circle of dead gold set 
with three turquoises — ^'considering ihisy I think 
you might share with me some of your comforts at 
least.^^ 

He did not answer directly, and there was a 
pause, in which the song from the other side of the 
deck came in loudly and distinctly, — 

" No grog or baccy now I get, 
And yet for these here things 
My heart I do not fret." 
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" Go tell my poor old par-i-ents 
*Twa8 stem necessitee 
Which made me wed to the merm-i-ed 
At the bottom of the sea." 

" Rule, Britannia ! Britannia rules the waves." 

The undertone of sadness running through the 
grotesque lines chimed in with Dacre^s mood at the 
moment. The complaint of the poor drowned sailor 
seemed to him one of the most pathetic songs he 
had ever heard. In the time to come Dacre could 
never hear those verses without a spasm of the old 
pain which he was enduring when they were sung on 
board ship, making him wince once more. 

At last he turned again to his companion and said, 
"Yoii want money. You shall have it. Meet me 
here to-morrow night at the same time, and I will 
bring it you/' 

" That will do/' she answered coldly. ^^ I thank 
you. We will remain as we are. No one will know ; 
and you can continue your flirtation, il* you like, with 
the little wavy-haired girl I have seen you looking 
at so often, though I don't think she regards you 
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with eyes of great favour after all. She wouldn^t 
give a haL^enny for you when the handsome man 
with the light moustache is by. You see I have 
kept my eyes open, though I have not been on deck 
very often. ^' 

A lurch of the vessel brought her shoulder in 
contact with Dacre's rough pilot coat. He recoiled, 
as if the touch hurt him, with a muttered exclamation 
of disgust. 

If she heard it, she gave no sign, but stood looking 
away towards the man at the wheel with an air of 
languid indifiference, which seemed to imply that she 
was weary of the interview, and did not care how 
soon it terminated. 

Dacre had a few more words to add, however. 

'^ They tell me you are going out alone,^^ he said. 
" Have you friends in New Zealand ? ^' 

'^ One — a brother. You know it already.^^ 

^^ I had forgotten. You are going to him, then ? 
I don^t consider myself responsible for you, but I am 
glad there is some one out there upon whom you 
have some claim.'' 

£ 
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^' Thank you. When we leave this ship, and I 
have got what you promised me, our paths will 
diverge again. You need not in the least concern 
yourself about me or my doings. 

FU be hanged if I do, after all that has passed. 

She was silent, still looking up the deck towards 
the man at the wheel. 

^^You used to have several sisters,^' Dacre re- 
marked presently; ^'what has become of them all?" 

''Augusta is with my brother Edgar in New 
Zealand, Nora has married a clergyman in England 
. . . and Beatrice ... is dead.'' 

She uttered the last words slowly, pausing be- 
tween each. He saw, to his amazement, that her 
great grey eyes had grown dim and soft with 
tears. 

'' Beatrice,'' said Dacre, considering for a moment. 
'' She was your favourite sister, wasn't she ? You 
used to talk of her sometimes, I remember, but I 
don't think I ever saw her." 

'' No ; you never did." 

"Was she older or younger than you, Laura?" 



Laura. 5 1 

'^ Older and far handsomer/' 

'' Then she would have been thirty now V^ 

" She would have been . . . but she is dead/' 

This time the words were uttered in quite a 
different tone. The tears were gone from her hand- 
some eyes. Sorrow was drowned, blotted out, 
surged over by a great wave of passion. 

Dacre, whose manner to her had softened very 
much during the last few moments, asked presently, 
'^Wheredidshedie?'' 

« At Brighton.'' 

''And how long is it ago ?" 

''More than a year. I owe some one a great 
grudge on Beatrice's account," she added presently, 
still with subdued anger in her voice. " K it ever 
lies within my power, I shall demand a complete 
reckoning some day." 

" A grudge ? What for ? " 

" That is her secret — ^and mine." 

Almost as she spoke, still standing, looking up the 
deck, she started slightly. Then, gathering up her 
shawl with a hasty gesture, she turned to Dacre with 
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the words, " To-morrow night — do not forget. And 
bring it chiefly in gold/' 

He assented, and without a word of farewell she 
walked away. 

Dacre stood a moment looking after her, and then 
turned in the opposite direction. 

By the binnacle he encountered Louis Cunningham 
with a cigar in his mouth. There was no one else at 
that part of the deck except the officer of the watch. 

"Have you been to the opera, Cunningham ?'' 
Dacre asked as he passed. "There has been the 
most astonishing display of vocal talent down there 
to-night.'^ 

To which Louis made only a curt reply, and 
seemed for some reason or other to have lost the 
usually even balance of his temper. 

Lucy^s brother has never yet been more than 
slightly sketched in this story ; but it is necessary 
to say these few words about him as he comes 
more prominently forwards. 

He was rather a tall man, taller by half a head 
than Dacre, with fair hair and dark eyebrows ; not 



Laura, 53 

unlike his sister in the face, but far graver and more 
reserved in manner. Louis was a silent man, and 
Lucy was full of fun, and lively; very piquant con- 
versation was always ready on her lips. She would 
have made an agreeable companion from this cause 
alone. 

But people often remarked that it was well she 
had such a brother, so quiet and steady, and with 
so much strength of character. They thought his 
influence might counteract some of her froth and 
frivolity, and teach her more real earnestness and 
depth of feeling. 

It had been the custom in the Cunningham family 
to speak of the two in this manner. Lucy^s maiden 
aunts always did so ; and Lucy herself, having been 
told of this theory from her childhood, believed in it 
accordingly. 

One thing was certain concerning Louis Cunning- 
ham — ^that he was a man whose liking was not 
always easy to win, but once won he was staunch 
and true. If he ever fell in love, it would probably 
be once and for a lifetime. 
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If he ever did. But on tliis point his sister was 
in despair. 

During his visit to England she had introduced 
him to several of her prettiest, most agreeable jBriends, 
with match-making intentions most carefully con- 
cealed from Louis himself. In vain. He remained 
stoically indififerent to them all. 

Black eyes, with gleams of fire lurking in their 
depths; blue eyes, deep and liquid; brown eyes, 
clear and merry — all tried their power upon him 
and failed. He admired them all in a cool, critical 
fashion, but cared no more for one pair than for 
another. Lucy gave it up as a hopeless business. 

Let us go back to Louis Cunningham on the deck 
of the '^ Flora Macdonald,^' standing by the binnacle 
smoking gloomily; and to Dacre, staring over the 
bulwarks on the weather side at the phosphorus on 
the waves. Looking round, after he had been there 
a few minutes, he saw that Louis had disappeared. 
Dacre turned away again and went on with his 
meditations. 

"Just the same I ^' he was thinking. "Just the 
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same as ever! The six years that have gone by 
since I saw her last have made no change. The 
same beauty, the same graceful manner which I, 
poor fool, thought so charming once; the same 
treacherous, savage temper — all just the same, even 
to the velvet band that hides the scar upon her 
throat. 

'' How well I remember the night the dog bit her ! 
Not half as great a simpleton as his master, Nero 
knew and hated her from the very first. I can see 
now the large room, lit only by the firelight; the 
crimson curtains, the stand of hot-house flowers, 
and Landseer^s ' Dignity and Impudence ' upon the 
wall behind her. 

^' I was thinking how superb she looked — she, the 
poor governess then — ^in her blue silk evening dress, 
with one yellow rose in her black hair, her handsome 
eyes shining, and her full red lips wearing their 
sweetest expression to attract me. All the colouring 
necessary to that face lies in the hair and eyes and 
mouth. She was always very pale, and it suited her. 
I have never seen her look so ugly as when she 
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blushed. It is a long time since she did that, I 
should fancy. 

^^I was not thinking anything of all this then how- 
ever. I was a great deal too far gone to criticise. T 
was staring at her, and dreaming, and making an 
utter ass of myself, when she struck at the dog for 
being in her way, and he sprang at her throat. 

^^ That was the night that decided my fate, when 
I had to throttle Nero off and dress the wound, and 
break it to her that she was marked indelibly for life. 
How mad I was ! How awfully in earnest through 
it all ! 

^^ It seems awful to me now, when I know what 
miserable tinsel I mistook for genuine gold ! 

^^ I don^t believe she ever loved me. I don^t believe 
she ever loved any one but herself and her sister 
Beatrice, and perhaps — ^no, I won^t think about 
that! 

^^ To meet me as she did to-night, with the coolest 
and most injured air ! You would have thought her 
a long-suffering heroine ! As if the fault lay entirely 
on my side ; and this after all that she has done ! 
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Really, the brass of some women passes all con- 
ception. 

" Ahy well ! I was a great fool about Laura once ! 
It's all over. And now I could curse the day when 
I took her for my wife ! 

'' I must grin and bear it ; and one thing is certain, 
I must keep out of the way of Lucy Cunningham. 
Fortunately for me, she canH do with my ugly face 
by the side of Meredith's blue eyes. It is no use 
thinking of what might have been. I never had a 
chance to try with her. 

^'Her brother looked blue to-night. What was 
wrong, I wonder ? '' 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Lucy's diaet. 



August 20th, Thursday. — ^Very wet all day. Im- 
possible to get on deck ; and a day spent below, in 
the tropics, is not a thing to be spoken of lightly. 

The seats in the saloon — the iron benches I may 
call them — which run along each side of the table, 
are not very inviting for a prolonged period; the 
skylights could only be partially opened, as the rain 
beat in. I held my ground for an hour in the 
morning, trying to knit, and to fancy it was not so 
very hot, after all. 

Quite in vain. At the end of the hour I had a 
headache j had tried half a dozen different positions. 
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each worse than the last \ had deluded the captain 
into lending me a chair out of his cabin ; had been 
upset, chair and all, by a roll of the vessel ; and had 
been advised by Louis, whp picked me up, to go and 
'' lie by, and wait for better times/' 

I took his advice, and retreated to my cabin for 
the rest of the day. 

In the evening it still rained. Scarcely any one 
seemed to think it worth while to appear at the tea- 
table. Mr. Meredith had been invisible all day. 

I pined for a breath of fresh air, and determined 
that, rain or not, I would have it ; so I put on my 
waterproof cloak, drew the cape over my head, and 
crept quietly up the companion-stairs. 

The door on the weather side was shut to keep 
out the rain ; the other was open, and some one was 
standing smoking just outside. He moved away 
when he saw me ; but, though it was growing dark, 
I recognized Doctor Dacre. I suppose he saw my 
face by the light of the lamp on the stairs, as I 
came up, for otherwise I am sure he could not have 
made me out in the shadow. 
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When I saw him turn away I said directly, '^ Oh, 
Doctor Dacre, don^t go ! Do stay and talk to me ! 
IVe been so stupid all day, and I want to be 
amused ! ^' 

He came back immediately, throwing away his 
cigar, but looking so grave that I felt in a moment 
as if I had been unpardonably forward. 

So I said, " You mustnH mind what I say, doctor, 
please. I always talk dreadful nonsense. Of course, 
I could not think of your standing there in the wet 
to talk to me.'' 

I was quite demure and dignified now. He said, 
^^ I like your nonsense, Miss Cunningham ; and I'm 
only too happy to stay and talk to you, if — ^if you 
wish it." 

He rather stammered over this speech, and 
yet I did not feel as if he were merely inventing 
a polite assurance to pacify me. Doctor Dacre 
somehow manages to make you feel he means 
what he says; therefore I answered, ^^Well, then, 
if you don't mind, really and truly, I do wish it; 
so pray stop. But," I added politely, ^^you are 
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in all the rain \ won^t you come a little more into 
shelter ?'' 

" No, I think not. You have no idea how wet 1 
am, Miss Cunningham. If I came any nearer, you 
might blame me afterwards, when you find yourself 
laid up with a bad cold.^^ He shook some of the 
drops off his white mackintosh as he spoke. 

" Have you been out in the rain long ? ^^ I asked. 
"About half an hour. It is not pleasant, certainly; 
but anything is better than staying below in the 
tropics.^^ 

" I quite agree with you. I think this has been 
our most disagreeable day yet since we sailed. But 
if it is not pleasant for us, what must it be for the 
poor second-cabin passengers V^ 

I was feeling my way to an inquiry about the 
handsome black-haired lady, whom I am convinced 
Doctor Dacre knew something about. She is so out of 
her element amongst the maid-servants, and farmers^ 
daughters, and young shopmen, who make up the 
bulk of the second-class passengers, that I feel con- 
vinced she has, as people say, '' seen better days.^' I 
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have woven a romance for her in my own mind. She 
is certainly quite beautiful enough for the heroine of 
a novel. 

Whether Doctor Dacre divined the intention with 
which I made the last remark or not I cannot say, 
but it is certain that he immediately turned the con- 
versation, and thereby frustrated my diplomatic little 
eflFort to extract some information concerning her. 

" Mr. Lennox was telling me to-day that his run 
joins on to your father's,^^ was my companion's next 
observation. " He thinks you will like that part of 
the countiy/' 

"I am sure I shall. And Mr. Lennox has two 
daughters. He has been talking to me about them. 
I am so glad that they will be my next neigh- 
bours.^' 

" One of them is considered a beauty, the captain 
tells me,'' said Doctor Dacre. 

I was delighted to hear it, and immediately set 
her down in my own mind as destined for Louis ; 
but of course I did not utter this thought aloud. 

There was a minute's silence, and I caught myself 
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wondering a little whether the man by my side, 
with his bright, dark eyes looking out steadily into 
the night, had ever had a sister to build castles in 
the air for him ; and, in fact, what sort of a Ufe he 
had led altogether, because I am persuaded that 
no man with as much depth of expression as I have 
caught in his eyes, at times, can have gone through 
the world in quite a common-place way. Where- 
ever he has lived, depend upon it he has stamped 
his mark upon the lives around him, with which his 
own has been brought in contact. Such men as he 
is exert a great influence over others for good or 
evil. Probably his lifers drama is not over yet, for 
he looks little more than thirty ; and sometimes I 
suspect he is a trifle younger than he looks. 

'* Doctor Dacre,'' I said at last. 

''Yes.'' 

'' I should like to ask you something.'' 

" Would you ? Ask me anything you please. 
Miss Cunningham." 

He looked me full in the face as he said this. 
1 like his eyes. 
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" If you won't think me very rude/' I said, ^^ I 
should like very much to know if you are going out 
to settle in the colonies, or only for pleasure?'' 

^^ I did not come out with any intention of settling 
in New Zealand," he replied. " I came because I 
am very fond of travelling, and because I had over- 
worked myself, and been ill. So I ordered myself a 
voyage ... and here I am." 

This was all addressed to me, and uttered in a 
deliberate and straightforward manner. But after- 
wards he turned his head away, and said something 
to himself under his breath about " choosing a fatal 
ship," which I could not understand ; and which, as 
it was evidently not meant for me, of course I took 
no notice of. 

^^ Then you will go back to England before long ?" 
I went on. 

^^ Not immediately, perhaps. I shall see. If I 
find no work ready to my hand, and my conscience 
begins to prick me, I shall certainly return. Work 
in one sense is no necessity to me ; that is, I have 
always had more money than I have quite known 
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what to do with. But several years ago. Miss 
Curmingham, I learnt to set a great value on the 
precept, ' Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it 
with all thy might ^ — and, fortunately, a doctor 
need not look far for something to do. Wherever 
there is physical suffering — and where is it not ? — 
there his work is cut out for him/' 

He paused a moment; then added, in a lighter 
tone, '' You must forgive me if I am boring you. 
You asked me to stay and amuse you. I fear I've 
set about it in rather a clumsy fashion.'' 

This last remark I disdained to take any notice 
of. Did he think me a mere baby, only to be 
amused with playthings ? 

I said — answering what had gone before — '' It 
appears to me that a working life like that is a very 
noble one, with a noble prospect before it. ' Inas- 
much as ye have done it unto one of the least of 
these My brethren,, ye have done it unto Me.' " 

Doctor Dacre shook his head rather sadly and 
gravely. " There has been nothing noble about my 
life,'* he said. " I found out that there is scarcely 

p 
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anything in the world which deadens mental pain like 
seeing some one else suflfer, and being able "to do a 
little to relieve them. It is a marvellous anodyne. 
So you see selfishness has been at the root of my 
work after all.'' 

I think I did not honour him at all the less, but 
rather the more, for this speech. There have been 
others before now who have called themselves '' un- 
profitable servants.'' 

Gradually a great respect is growing up in my 
mind for Doctor Dacre. And one thing I am sure 
of : somewhere, and at some time in his life, this 
man has had a shock, a trouble, which has coloured 
his whole history. I became quite certain of it 
while he was speaking. 

I had an answer on my Ups, when a voice at the 
bottom of the stairs said, '^Miss Cunningham !" 

I looked down. Clinton Meredith was standing 
below in the shadow, with his face turned up 
towards me. 

" Miss Cunningham !" he repeated. 

'^ Yes." 
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'^ Are you alone ? ^^ 

" No. Doctor Dacre is here/^ 

But when I turned towards where the Doctor had 
been standing, he was gone; he had disappeared 
into the rain and darkness outside. I corrected 
myself,— 

'^ He was here, but he has gone.'' 

" Fm not sorry.'' 

He mounted a step or two, and then stopped. 

'' Do you know," he said, " I think I'm jealous of 
that fellow Dacre." 

'* Don't be a goose, please." 

'^ Well, I am, Miss Cunningham;" — ^here he came 
a step or two higher — '^ Have I any occasion 
to be?" 

"To be what?" 

"Jealous. Have I any need to be? You know 
what I mean ; and I will have an answer." 

He was only two steps beneath me now. 

:)e :)c :ic :(( :)c 

Well, after all, it was a strange time and place to 
receive one's first proposal. The companion-ladder 

F 2 
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of an emigrant ship, on a dark, rainy night in the 
tropics, with a sailor poking his head in at the door 
at the most critical moment, to look at the clock 
over the stairs ! 

We both began to laugh ; but by that time we 
had come to an understanding, so we could afford to. 

I said, very severely, ^*Why didn^t you choose 
a more suitable moment, Mr. Meredith, for asking 
such a question ? One of those lovely moonlight 
evenings would have been quite the correct thing ; 
and you must needs select a night like this, and a 
place where I can only stand by holding on with my 
eyelids ! '^ 

And he answered, " Well, I meant to have waited 
for a better time ; but, you see, I came and found you 
with Dacre, and I really was jealous. No, you 
needn^t shake your head at me, Lucy ! It serves 
you right for calling me anything beginning with 
^ Mister!'^' 
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CHAPTER VII. 



LUCY^S DIARY. 



September 1st. — To-day we crossed the Line. 

*^^ itr ^^ ^i^ 

^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ 

In the afternoon, we were seated in a group at the 
stern — that is, Louis, myself, and Clinton. Some 
distance from us Doctor Dacre was sitting on one 
of the guns, with one of the children on board — a 
little girl, a mere baby-child — on his knee. He was 
showing her the works of his watch, and they were 
evidently upon the best possible terms with each 
other. 

Hard by, her three small brothers were carrying 
on a most original and extrordinary game at cricket. 
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the doctor being umpire, and seeing fair play. Two 
of the passengers — ^young women — ^were seated in 
the shade, knitting, and extremely conscious of their 
near neighbourhood to Doctor Dacre, at whom they 
cast coquettish looks from time to time, while their 
conversation was evidently intended for his ears. 
All labour lost. I do not believe he knew that they 
were there. 

I was looking down the deck, and watching all 
this sleepily enough. Clinton imagined himself to 
be reading aloud to me. It was, in reality, only 
an excuse for sitting with Louis and myself — ^for 
we have agreed that our engagement is not to be 
made public at present. Louis has graciously ac- 
corded us his approval; but my father's consent 
has yet to be gained, and besides, Clinton, like 
most young men who emigrate, is going out ''to 
make his fortune,'' and till that fortune, or the 
germ of it, takes some definite shape, anything 
further than an engagement is quite out of the 
question. 

It was a very hot afternoon. There was scarcely 
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a breath of air, and Clinton was reading an ex- 
tremely foolish story in a magazine, and was even 
more sleepy, I believe, than myself. He went 
droning on, however, long after my attention had 
utterly deserted the book, and fixed itself in a 
dreamy fashion on what was taking place lower 
down the deck. 

Doctor Dacre stopped the little boy's ball with his 
foot, and then rose suddenly, setting the child he 
had on his knee gently down, and looking round 
hurriedly for some one to relieve him of the charge 
of her. The two young women, delighted at having 
at last caught his attention, received her from him 
with much graciousness. 

But his manner was hasty, and he had the air of a 
man who has just recollected a pressing engage- 
ment. Two or three hasty strides brought him up 
the deck towards us, and he seated himself not far 
from us. An instant afterwards I noticed that Mrs. 
Keith had come up from the single women's cabin, 
and was standing not far from where he had been 
sitting. She was dressed as usual in plain black. 



72 Over the Hills, and Far Away, 

with a little white lace frill at the throat. I wonder 
if she is in mourning, or if she knows that this style 
of dress sets off her good looks and suits her best of 
all. I do not believe that she wotild look half as 
well in colours, however carefully chosen and 
arranged. Perhaps, however, I am doing her in- 
justice : it may be a life-long mourning for some one 
very dear to her. As she is a widow, of course the 
most probable idea seems that it is for — 

" A nearer one still, 
And a dearer one 
Yet than all other.** 

All I can be certain of, at any rate, is that she does 
not wear a widow^s cap, and she does wear always a 
broad black velvet band round her neck. 

I had scarcely taken in the general details of her 
appearance when I saw that Mrs. Keith was ap- 
proaching us. She passed Doctor Dacre and Louis 
without a glance, and addressed herself to me. She 
asked me if I would be so good as to lend her a 
book which she had seen lying on the skylight while 
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we were at dinner, and which had my name in it. 
It was a cheap edition of " Jane Eyre/' 

^' I must apologize for trespassing on your kind- 
ness/' she added; "but I find the hours hang very 
heavily sometimes here at sea, especially when I am 
obliged to remain below." 

Words, voice, and manner were all those of a lady. 

" I shall be very happy to lend it you,'' I said. 
'^ If you don't mind waiting a moment, I'll fetch 
* Jane Eyre ' for you now." 

" I'll get it," said Louis, jumping up with what I 
thought unusual alacrity on his part. But suddenly, 
before the words were fairly out of his mouth. 
Doctor Dacre struck into the conversation. 

'^ Don't, Miss Cunningham ! " he said with the 
strangest emphasis, and with a gesture which I am 
sure was involuntary, but which looked like waiving 
Mrs. Keith back from her position by my side. 
^' Don't, Miss Cunningham ... I mean, don't 
take the trouble. ... J have a copy of ^ Jane 
Eyre' in my cabin, and I'll get it for you directly." 

He had turned towards her with the last words. 
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which were uttered with the same curious repressed 
vehemence. It was in his face too — flaming out of 
his bright brown eyes. 

She bowed and thanked him without once looking 
at him. The colour had risen in her cheeks ; but if 
she noticed his manner, and was annoyed by it, she 
gave no other sign. 

In an instant, however, some one else had taken 
up the glove. I have observed for some time past 
that Louis and Doctor Dacre don^t seem to get on. 
Louis, indeed, appears to have taken a settled dis- 
like to ^^ that fellow Dacre.^^ I cannot in the least 
penetrate to the origin of this, but on the occasion 
I am writing of it became very strongly perceptible. 
The next moment Louis was glaring at Doctor 
Dacre as Doctor Dacre was glaring at Mrs. Keith. 

^^ I don^t see what business it is of yours, Dacre,^^ 
Louis said hotly. ^^ My sister is perfectly willing to 
lend her book. Wouldn^t it be better to keep yours 
until you^re asked V^ 

Dacre turned slowly towards him with, strange to 
say, an instantaneous cooling-down of manner. 
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'' You're quite right, Cunningliam/' lie said, with 
the most perfect good humour. " It is no business 
of mine. If you are going down, of course it's all 
right. I wanted to save your sister a little trouble 
— that was all.'' 

No exception could possibly be taken to this 
speech, and Louis departed on his errand, smoothed 
down, but still rather out of humour. 

When he had reappeared, and when, after a few 
more civil words, Mrs. Keith's tall figure had receded 
down the deck, Clinton for the first time joined in 
the conversation. 

'' Dacre," he asked suddenly, " whoever is that 
woman ? — lady, I should say — I beg her Royal 
Highness's pardon. She would have withered me 
with a look if she'd heard me. But, I say, I want to 
know really, you know. I saw you talking to her 
one evening on deck, and I'm sure you can tell us if 
you will. Spin us a yarn about her, that's a good 
fellow." 

Dacre, with his eyes fixed on the deck at his feet, 
did not answer for a moment. Then he said, " I'm 
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sorry to disappoint you, Meredith, but you must go 
somewhere else for your yam if you want one. You 
were unlucky in selecting me/^ 

"Don^t you know anything about her, then?" 
said Clinton. " Not even who her husband was, 
and if he beat her? What a grind! She must 
have a whole novel in three volumes connected with 
her. ni be hung if she is not a sort of Lady Mac- 
beth to look at ! ' All the perfiimes of Arabia ! ' 
Couldn^t you fancy her saying it, Miss Cunningham?" 

I certainly could, and I laughed a little as I 
acknowledged it. 

" Lady Macbeth ! " said Louis, who was not quite 
his own natural self again yet. '^ What nonsense ! 
She is far more like Maggie Tulliver in the ^ Mill on 
the Floss.' " 

^^Too old," said Clinton, who had just been 
reading the book. 

Then followed a grand discussion concerning this 
mysterious lady's age. Louis maiutained it was 
twenty-five, and Clinton thirty. Doctor Dacre took 
no part in the conversation, but stood by, perfectly 
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cool and impassive. Probably he could have settled 
the dispute with ease, had he chosen. But he did 
not choose, and whatever he knows he means to 
keep to himself, that is evident. 

***** 

September 2nd. — To-day Clinton and I came very 
near to having our first quarreL It happened in 
this manner : — 

Something brought up the subject of Madeira into 
our conversation, and I reminded Clinton of the 
cousins he had once talked of so much and so 
enthusiastically, who lived he said at Madeira. He 
seemed to have grown strangely reserved concerning 
them, and, after an inejBFectual attempt to turn the 
conversation, said shortly, " You need not be jealous, 
Lucy, for the one I most admired is married.^ 

Now I was not jealous, or not consciously so, and 
the remark, spoken gravely as it was, both hurt and 
oflTended me. I tried not to show it, but the life 
had gone out of our intercourse for the time, and 
wounded pride would not allow me to talk any more. 
I took up my book and pretended to read diligently, 



78 Over the Hills, and Far Away. 

Clinton, for his part, not having discovered my 
annoyance, I really believe, sauntered away towards 
the stern. A few moments afterwards I saw him 
detach a small coral cross he had always worn on his 
watch-chain and let it fall into the sea. . 

That evening, when all was quite made up between 
us, I asked him the reason for this strange action. 

"That cross?'' he said. "Oh! it was a present 
from a girl I knew once ; and of course I don't care 
about her now, so what could I do better than throw 
it away?" 

9|C •p ^p ^p ^F 

With this we close the extracts from Lucy's diary. 
After leaving the tropics it becomes a mere occa- 
sional record of the weather, and of the latitude and 
longitude, copied from the slate in the saloon, so 
that its interest for our readers is over. But we 
learn from the conclusion of it that the "Flora 
Macdonald" anchored safely at Port Chalmers on 
the 17th of November. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 



THE LENNOXES. 



In the verandah of a long wooden house, roofed with 
shingle, and lying at the head of a wide vaUey, Lucy 
was standing in her riding-habit about ten o'clock 
on a bright morning in January. 

The ground from the verandah sloped gradually 
downwards to the fence which enclosed the garden, 
and divided it from the paddock beyond. The slope 
immediately beneath Lucy was covered with English 
grass — a rich contrast to the pale tussock grass 
clothing the hills on all sides of her. 

In front of the house the valley stretched away far 
and wide. Behind rose a hill, from which Maun- 
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garewa — Maori for ''the steep mountain^' — Mr. 
Cunningham's sfcation took its name. It was high, 
and rather abrupt, rocky too at the top, with huge 
stones, which Mr. Cunningham was wont to say re- 
minded him of Cornish boulders — partly, I suspect, 
because it was so long since he had left England, 
that his memory of places, well known of old, had 
grown visionary. 

On the left the valley opened, showing a grand 
range of mountains stretching away towards the sea. 
They towered solemnly up in the summer calm. 
Lucy had learnt already to love those mountains, 
though she had not yet seen them in their full glory 
— Alp-like under a veil of snow. 

Louis was catching the horses in the paddock 
beyond th« garden, and his sister was watching with 
much interest from the verandah above. Robin 
Hood, the handsome black horse which Mr. 
Cunningham had just bought for his daughter's 
riding, was amongst them, and was leading off the 
cavalcade in an undisguised defiance of Louis' 
attempts to approach them. 
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But assistance was at Hand. Two riders were de- 
scending the hill behind the hoose^ and Lucy^ 
catching sight of them, advanced joyfully to meet 
them at the gate. One, a man about fifty, sunburnt 
and bearded, was greeted as " Papa.'' The other, 
a remarkably handsome fair-haired young fellow, 
received a silent shake of the hand, but appeared 
satisfied with his reception, notwithstanding. 

'' I was coming over from Prior's place," he said, 
'' and I met Mr. Cunningham on the way. Are you 
going anywhere, Tiucy ? " 

'^ Louis and I are going to ride over anS spend the 
day with the Lennoxes. Won't you come too ? Do 
come !" 

'' Of course he will," said Mr. Cunningham. " She 
doesn't coax badly, does she, Meredith ? It's about 
eight miles over the hills. Louis knows the way, and 
I suppose you'll all be back to-night ?" 

He slipped his horse's bridle over the gate-post, 
and sauntered away towards the house, leaving the 
other two standing together, Meredith still holding 
his horse. 
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It W81S rather too public a place for making love, 
however. Clinton glanced round, and saw that Mr. 
Cunningham was standing in the verandah, that the 
Scotch cook was looking out of the kitchen window, 
and that Louis, in the paddock below, had his atten- 
tion visibly turned towards them. So he only con- 
trived, swiftly and dexterously, to touch his lips to 
Lucy's gauntlet, under cover of his horse's neck, and 
asked her what she thought she deserved for running 
away as soon as he arrived. 

" Don't flatter yourself you*ll escape me, though ; 
of course l*m going too. And I shall have my 
revenge, but not now." 

Lucy laughed, and flushed over her retort. '' You 
ought to be very much obliged to me. I'm going to 
introduce you to two young ladies, and one of them 
is the belle of the district. There — ^yon ungratefbl 
boy!" 

The " ungrateful boy " said he was at her ser- 
vice, and she might do what she pleased with him. 
But about the young ladies he did not care; his 
heart was steeled to all but one* 
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It 



Ah ! but you're going to like them, I know/' 
said Lucy. '' I've only seen them once, when they 
came here to call on me, but I quite fell in love with 
them, particularly with Effie, though she isn't as 
pretty as Jeanie." 

Then she added, with a sly hesitation in her tone, 
'' Clinton . . . are you quite sure . . . you won't 
like them better than me ?" 

Clinton rejected the notion with disdain, and his 
answer was eminently satisfactory. 

By this time Louis, out of all patience, was making 
irantic signals to them from below; sO they went 
down the hill together into the paddock, and Bobin 
Hood, having been captured by the two men, was 
made over to Lucy's guardianship. 

Thenceforward there was no farther trouble with 
him \ in fact, his behaviour to his mistress was always 
marked by a sense of chivalry, greatly to his credit. 
Considering himself put upon his honour, he followed 
her like a lamb to the house, and affably stooped his 
head to assist her in the novel feat she had under- 
taken of bridling him. 

G 2 
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In a quarter of an hour the three riders were well 
on their way to Deepdene, Mr. Lennox's station. 

Their course lay over the hills, just then of tissue 
paleness, relieved here and there by a few small 
cabbage-trees or a little flax. There was no brush 
in that neighbourhood, nor had cultivation as yet 
relieved the wildness and desolation of the scenery. 

Biding through one gully, Louis pointed to where 
a sheep-path struck sharply off to the left. 

'^ That is the way to the out-station, Lucy,'' he said, 
'^ where my life, for the present, will chiefly have to 
be passed." 

She looked up the wild ravine in the direction he 
indicated, wishing she could see through the hills 
which barred her view of Louis' future home. But 
she never dreamt for a moment of the important 
part which that cluster of wooden huts, ten good 
miles away, was to play in her life's story. 

They cantered on. And then they saw some 
cattle at a distance, and Louis with his opera-glass 
descried, or thought he descried, one or two of his 
own among them. He rode a little way towards 
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them to make snre^ and left Lacy and Clinton 
halted near an oasis of flax plants. They bent down 
the tall co-raddies^ and sucked the honey from the 
flowers, agreeing that they were equal to the most 
superior French bonbons, and streaking their lips 
and noses with the golden dust. 

It was a beautiful summer morning. Everything 
new and colonial was enchanting to the two just 
fresh from England. This ride, and a few others, 
lingered in the brightest tints on Lucy^s memory, 
until there rose up in her heart a great wave of pain, 
and washed all the colours out of them for ever. 

They descended at last on to the plains, the great 
yellow level stretching for miles between the hills 
and the sea. They rode on, always skirting the 
hills, for what was really a considerable distance, but 
on the plains they could go faster, and Robin 
Hood's great strides left the ground behind him so 
rapidly, at such an easy, regular pace, that Lucy's 
idea of space became confused, and she could not 
have made any correct guess at the number of miles 
they had traversed, when Deepdene came in sight. 
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nestled snugly among gum-trees at the outlet of a 
gully between the hills. 

Of course they were very welcome. One of the 
prettiest little golden- haired Scotch lassies imagin- 
able opened a long bow window of the drawing- 
room, and came dancing down the lawn to meet 
them. It was Jeanie Lennox, and behind her came 
her sister Effie. 

They were called after the heroines of Mr. Len- 
nox's favourite novel, " The Heart of Mid-Lothian/' 
and, as a matter of course, their names did not fit 
them in the least. 

EflBe was the older of the two, and had grown up 
the plainest, with by far the most strength of 
character and intellect. Lucy was not long in dis- 
covering this, but still she loved Jeanie. Who could 
help it? She was the smallest, prettiest, most 
loving girl in her manners Lucy had ever met with, 
altogether a fascinating little piece of childishness. 

Effie was taller, larger, graver; less gold in her 
hair, less violet in her eyes. She walked quietly to 
meet them, with a step which did not dance. 
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They were both delighted to see Lucy, carried her 
off to their room, and offered her everything they 
could think of to assist her in her toilet. She must 
take off her riding-habit, of course, and she must 
wear instead a polonaise of Effie^s, and a skirt of 
Jeanie's, by way of being strictly impartial. Finally 
they insisted that she must not dream of returning 
home that night. 

It was an understood thing in the colonies, Jeanie 
assured her, with her lovely blue eyes all earnest- 
ness, that people always stayed the night. 

She was so urgent in her entreaties, and Effie too 
so. determined, that Lucy agreed at once to stop. 

It becomes necessary here to explain that, though 
Mr. Cunningham had laid no obstacle in the way of 
his daughter's engagement to Clinton Meredith, who 
came of a good family, and had '^ expectations'' from 
two old uncles at home, he had stipulated that it was 
not to be made known to the world in general at 
present. They were too young, he considered, and 
Meredith had not as yet invested his capital, or 
decided where to purchase land. Probably Mr. Cun- 
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ningham had reflected that, if some wealthy squatter 
were to take a fancy to lay his heart and his wool- 
bales at Lucy^s feet, it would be a pity for a boy and 
girl kind of affair such as this to stand in her light. 
Therefore the Lennoxes knew nothing of any link 
so far between Lucy and Meredith, and Jeanie at all 
events was never likely to find it out for herself. 

They dined, and strolled up the beautiful gully 
behind the house in the cool of the evening. Mind- 
ful of some vague ideas which had crossed her mind 
during the voyage, Lucy had her attention roused 
to note her brother^s manner to these two girls, 
whom he had met to-day for the first time. 

She soon discovered that Jeanie and Louis were 
utterly unattractive to one another. "Not bad 
looking, but not my style at all,'' he said of her 
afterwards ; and Jeanie told her sister in confidence 
that she loved Lucy Cunningham, but thought her 
brother was not much good in any way. 

Jeanie's eyes were certainly prejudiced. Louis was 
a fine looking, rather attractive young fellow, tall 
and fair, with dark eyes, and a silky yellow beard. 
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never degenerating into the slightest tinge of red. 
He was not as decidedly and ondeniably handsome 
as Meredith perhaps; bnt^ to atone for this^ he 
possessed a larger share of that subtle indefinable 
essence of manliness which will always^ in the long 
run, prove more irresistible to a woman's heart than 
any mere attraction springing from good looks alone. 
Then, too, Loois was a man of a very resolute, very 
independent disposition. Had he chosen, he would 
liave set his opinion against the world's, and stood 
by it without flinching. Characters of this type are 
apt to be stubborn at times to an excess, and Louis 
was by no means an exception to the rule; never- 
theless, the obstinacy of his temperament was a part 
also of its strength, and in many feminine minds 
would have roused only a greater longing to subdue 
a fortress apparently so impregnable. 

Lucy, walking by his side that night, felt a shade 
of disappointment at the discovery that Jeanie 
Lennox and her brother were never likely even to 
appreciate each other's society. Perhaps, however, 
Effie might be his ''fate'' instead, thought the young 
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match-maker by his side. That would be better 
still; for of the two sisters Lucy was the most 
attracted by Effie. 

No. Louis, courteously attentive, was cool and 
unimpressed as ever in this direction also. " I do 
believe he'll never marry,'' thought his sister with a 
spice of indignation at the failure of all her castles in 
the air, mingled with her disappointment. She felt 
a little comforted, however, when she noticed that 
Effie's interest seemed slightly roused by the brother 
of her new friend, and that she was not inclined to 
be so utterly indifferent to Louis' merits as her sister 
Jeanie. 

Lucy had fallen behind with these two as they 
walked up the gully, so, with all her quickness and 
clearness of intuition, something else happened which 
she did not see. Jeanie had mounted on to the top 
of a huge stone, and was balancing herself on its 
sharp summit with the most perfect grace, utterly 
regardless of Clinton's entreaties to her to come 
down before she fell. As her especial cavalier, he 
considered himself responsible for her welfare. 
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" Nonsense,^' she said \ ^^ I Ve often done it before. 
I shan't fall, I know/' 

She looked lovely as she spoke, in her frilled pink 
and white muslin dress, a great Dolly Varden hat 
swinging in one hand, and her high-piled rolls of 
golden hair — glossy, satin, smooth hair, without wave 
or flaw in its perfectly-arranged order. 

'^Tou little beauty!'' Clinton said to himself 
under his breath. " I'd no idea the colonies contained 
anything half so perfect ! " 

Jeanie, spite of her confident assertion, over- 
balanced herself, and nearly fell. She turned quite 
white in one moment, and looked at Meredith with 
the most piteous expression in her blue eyes. 

'^ How am I to get down ? " she said, transformed 
in an instant into a veritable little coward. 

He held out his hands. '^ Jump," he said, " and 
111 take care you don't fall." 

She placed her hands in his, and sprang down 
as lightly as possible. He detained her a moment 
and said audaciously, "Now may I claim a 
reward?" 
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There was no anger in the soft eyes he looked 
down at^ but she laaghed a little and blushed. 

Clinton saw he was sure of his ground. He glanced 
round to ascertain that the others were not in sights 
then bent his head^ and swiftly and stealthily touched 
one of the little hands with his lips. He had once 
before that day gone through the same Uttle drama, 
when he met Lucy in the morning. 

" It was dreadfully cool of him, really,'^ Jeanie 
said to herself afterwards; '' but he is very handsome, 
indeed; and, on the whole, I think I won^t tell 
Effie!'' 

It wa^ Effie whom she wished more especially to 
remain in ignorance concerning the little flirtation 
just described, not her mother. Mrs. Lennox, who 
was now seated at her sewing-machine in the draw- 
ing-room at Deepdene, was just another Jeanie — a 
matronly Jeanie, and much plainer, with only the 
germ of the beauty, in fact, which had developed so 
remarkably in her little daughter, but with no clearer 
head or st^'onger spirit. 

They both looked up to Effie, went to her for 
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advice when in any diflSculty, and left her to do the 
thinking for all three, adopting her opinions ready- 
made. Even Mr. Lennox scarcely exercised as much 
influence in the household as his elder daughter. 
The two Jeanies looked up to him too much. Effie^s 
girlishness and inexperience made her nearer, and 
more easily clung to, than the grave elderly head of 
the house. 

The next morning the two girls escorted Lucy to 
the gate of the paddock, and after much kissing and 
embracing on Jeanie^s part, she rode off with Louis 
and Clinton. When they had gone a short distance 
Lucy looked back ; Effie, still faithful, was looking 
after them; Jeanie had already turned away. In- 
voluntarily Lucy spoke. 

''Jeanie is a dear little thing,'^ she said, '' but I 
love Effie best. What do you think of them, 
Clinton?'^ 

He answered with the most languid indifference 
of tone and manner, " I don^t think I quite agree 
with you, Lucy. I don^t take much to Miss 
Lennox. The other is a pretty little thing, but 
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those regular faces^ with no change of expression, 
are horribly insipid/^ Did he think so last 
night, beneath the blue gums in the gully at 
Deepdene ? 



{( 



One foot on shore, and one on sea, 
To one thing constant never." 



But you will find it safer in the end, Clinton Mere- 
dith, to be off with the old love before you are on 
with the new ! 
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CHAPTER IX. 



A DRAWN GAME. 



LucY^s father was a man of a passionate disposition ; 
Lis temper, once roused, was mighty ; his capacity 
for anger was gigantic ; yet, in spite of this, he could 
scarcely be called an irritable man. Sometimes, for 
months all would go on smoothly with him, and then 
there would come a day when the times were out of 
joint. Some member of his family would cross his 
will while the flames were yet smouldering, and, lo, 
an explosion, which nearly shook the roof over their 
heads. 

Lucy remembered with horror one or two scenes 
between her father and Louis in the early days. 
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before either of them had emigrated to New Zealand, 
and when she was quite a child. Fortunately, Louis^ 
disposition was not a hasty one ; compared with his 
father, he might be said to hold his temper in his 
hand, almost completely under his own control; so 
that of late years, since Louis had grown to man^s 
estate, quarrels between the father and son had 
become of rarer and rarer occurrence. But there 
was one of no ordinary character destined to rise up 
between them at this period. 

Two days after their visit to the Lennoxes, Lucy 
was with her father and brother in the drawing-room 
at Manugarewa, after their six o^clock dinner. The 
day had been one of the hottest in the whole month 
— ^intense heat, and a nor^-wester to crown it. 

'^ Eegular Melbourne weather,^' said Mr. Cunning- 
ham, with a sigh of relief at the coolness which had 
followed upon a sudden change of wind, and which 
was settling down over the land with the approaching 
night. He was lying on the chintz-covered sofa, 
near the large bay-window of the drawing-room, 
looking tired out. Louis and he had been out after 
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cattle in the heat, and they had had a great deal of 
trouble with them, and Mr. Cunningham had shat- 
tered the handle of his favourite stock whip into a 
dozen pieces, which was not exactly a soothing ter- 
mination to their ride. 

Lucy had just come in from the garden, and was 
seated near him, with her lap full of roses, geraniums, 
and carnations. She was arranging them in a largo 
blue-and-white china bowl which stood always on a 
little table of light wood by the window, and as she 
did so she was talking to her father about the garden 
at Deepdene. From this subject she glided naturally 
into speaking about Effie Lennox, who had greatly 
taken her fancy. 

Louis was reading the newspaper and did not appear 
to be attending, but Mr. Cunningham was roused up 
gradually out of his fatigue. He sat up suddenly on 
the sofa in the gathering dusk, and commenced to 
stroke his thick light-brown beard with one hand 
— a gesture which in Mr. Cunningham always 
denoted great interest in the subject uppermost in 
his mind at the time. 
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*^BotIi the Miss Lennoxes are nncommonly nice 
girls/' he remarked to Lucy j '^ quite aboye the ordi- 
nary run ; and Lennox is as well off, I belieye, as any 
man I know/' Then turning to his son, he added, 
'* Louis, put down that paper; I wish to speak to you/' 

Louis put it down. 

Ml*. Cunningham hesitated for a moment, then 
asked, somewhat abruptly, *^ How old are you now, 
my boy?" 

Louis' ideas on this subject appeared ha^ ; at last, 
prompted by his sister, he replied, '^Twenty-eight 
last August/' 

" Then it's high time you were married," returned 
his father with startling emphasis and decision; 
'^ and the sooner you go in for that, and settle down, 
the better, and the more pleased I shall be. 'You 
could not do better than take one of Tom Lennox's 
daughters; in fact, I've had my eye upon one of 
them for some time for you ; and I desire you'll set 
about it without delay." 

The last sentence was uttered in a tone of com- 
mand truly imperial, and which would of itself have 
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been enough to rouse the opposition of many sons ; 
but Louis was accustomed to his father's manner. 
Still, in the pause that followed, Lucy's heart began 
to beat. She felt, for the first time, that the atmo- 
sphere was stormy. 

^^ Which of them did you wish me to have ?" in- 
quired Louis at last, with ominous calmness. 

Lucy detected amusement in his tone. She 
trembled lest her father should do so also. Ridicule 
of any kind was to Mr. Cunningham like the red flag 
to a bull, and it made him furious in a moment. 

"You may take which you like, I don't care," 
returned Mr. Cunningham, quite unsuspiciously how- 
ever; "Please yourself. I'll have the out-station 
made into a thoroughly comfortable home for you j 
and you may be sure neither of Tom Lennox's 
daughters would come to you empty-handed; his 
heart is set upon them." 

"You are very kind, really," said Louis, quite 
grave this time ; " but, to tell you the truth, it's my 
belief neither of the two ladies in question would 
have me if I asked them." 

H 2 
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Lucy, who had been aghast at the remarkably 
free-and-easy manner in which her father was dis- 
posing of the Miss Lennoxes' hands and fortunes, 
was glad Louis at least had the good sense to 
remember that they might themselves have a vote 
in the matter ; but Mr. Cunningham rejected the 
idea with disdain. 

^' Of course they'll have you,'' he said, '' either of 
them. There can't be any doubt as td that. I know 
for a fact that they are not engaged; and what more 
would you have ? A woman who isn't engaged will 
always snap at the first offer made her, provided the 
fellow doesn't squint or have red hair — and some- 
times even then. It mayn't be so in books, but it is 
so in real life." 

^^ Oh, papa ! " cried Lucy, utterly scandalized at 
last. But he took no notice of her ; in fact, he had 
forgotten her presence, and stroked his beard with 
increasing excitement. 

^^ Well, if you won't accept that excuse as a valid 
one," said Louis slowly, ^^ I'm afraid I must put it 
the other way. I don't think I could myself do 
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witli either of them. Jeanie is not my taste . . . and 
her sister . . . '' 

He stopped abruptly. Mr. Cunningham had 
sprung to his feet. This time he saw, or thought 
he saw, that his son was laughing at him. 

'^ Don^t let me have any more such atrocious non- 
sense ! ^' he said, even more imperiously than he had 
spoken yet. '^ I tell you to take your choice of the 
two nicest girls in the province, and offer to provide 
handsomely for you : and you tell me they are not 
to your taste ! Now ... will you go over to Deep- 
dene to-morrow, and make Jeanie Lennox an offer ? 
... or will you not V^ 

''I don^t admire her indeed,^' said Louis, still 
good-temperedly, and with another effort to depre- 
cate his father^s anger. ^^I never care about 
those blonde beauties ... I can^t think of it, 
really . . .'' 

''Did you ever admire any woman in your life, 
I wonder?^' inquired Mr.. Cunningham, ironically. 
" Blonde beauties, indeed ! But I tell you what, 
sir, if you ever dare to marry a woman with dark 
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hair, neither she nor you shall ever cross my 
threshold ! '' 

He was making himself ridiculous in his wrath, as 
hot-tempered people are very apt to be, if they only 
knew it. Surely, half the disputes in the world 
would evaporate instantaneously if we could only 
'^ see ourselves as others see us/' 

Louis had risen, and was leaning against the 
mantel-piece with his face turned away. When he 
looked round, it had hardened and stiffened into 
an expression Lucy had seen there before, and recog- 
nized. It meant dogged resistance, and an obsti- 
nacy which would not yield one inch of ground. 

Lucy rose up to go. She was growing afraid to stay, 
now that she saw that look upon her brother's face. 

Once more Mr. Cunningham said slowly, ^^ Will 
you go over next week and make Jeanie Lennox an 
offer, or not ? '' 

And Louis returned a simple negative, coolly and 
emphatically spoken. At this Lucy fled, hardly 
closing the door behind her in time to shut herself 
out from the first burst of the storm that followed. 
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She darted into her own room, and seated herself 
upon her little iron bed, listening with a beating 
heart to the faint mutterings of the thunder which 
reached her once or twice even there — hasty steps, 
and now and then an unusually loud tone of voice. 

The daylight gradually faded away, and then the 
moon rose. The comer of the verandah outside 
Lucy's window was full of soft dusk gloom, just 
crossed by a narrow strip of moonlight. She sat 
staring out into the shadow, until at last it seemed 
to move and flicker gently, and gradually it assumed 
to her mind the form of Mrs. Keith, in her black 
trailing garments, as she used to stand again and 
again, leaning over the bulwarks of the " Flora Mac- 
donald,^' looking out to sea. 

It seemed strange, Lucy thought, to be reminded of 
her in this weird unearthly fashion, considering that 
she had never seen or even thought of Mrs. Keith 
since the '^ Flora" anchored at Port Chalmers. What 
might have, become of her Lucy had never once 
troubled her head to imagine. 

It was past nine o'clock when Louis came out of 
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the drawing-room^ closing the door behind him. He 
went into the verandah, and Lucy ran to him. She 
was not in the least afraid of her brother. 

Louis was, in his way, very fond of her. He 
stroked her hair and told her not to mind. He 
was going to catch his horse and ride to the out- 
station there and then. It was a bright, cloudless 
night — " And all this will have blown over in a few 
days,'^ he added. 

^^ Are you going to ask Jeanie ? ^' she ventured to 
whisper. 

He shook his head. 

^^ But it has been a hard battle,^' he went on after 
a moment, " and I Ve only just held my ground. 
I'm to be cut off with a shilling if I ever marry any 
one with dark hair, or indeed, for that matter, any 
one except Jeanie or Effie Lennox.'^ 

Neither Louis nor his sister could help laughing, 
the threat put into words sounded so ludicrous and 
unreasonable ; but yet Lucy knew her father well 
enough to be aware that, in spite of its absurdity, he 
was quite as likely as not to adhere to the very letter 
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of his vow. The obstinacy of Louis^ disposition was 
certainly inherited from Mr. Cunningham. 

Louis stood some minutes longer in the verandah, 
seemingly lost in thought, the smile still lingering 
round his lips. There was something in it, and in 
his expression, which struck Lucy as odd, and not 
altogether agreeable : it was a smile more of con- 
tempt than of amusement. 

Then suddenly he seemed to wake up with a slight 
start, wished her ^' good-night,^' and desired her to 
go back into the house at once. The air was grow- 
ing chill, and she had on still the light muslin dress 
she had worn during the heat of the day. 

She returned to her room. A few minutes after- 
wards Louis' heavy step crunched the gravel on 
the walk in front of her window, as he passed round 
the corner of the house, on his way to fetch his 
horse. 

She lifted a corner of the curtain, and looked out. 
The moon had risen higher, and shone brightly in 
her eyes ; and the shadow which had startled her in 
the early part of the evening had quite disappeared. 
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CHAPTEE X. 



MRS. PRIOR\s brother. 



Life at Maungarewa glided on for some time very 
peacefully after this stormy interlude. 

Mr. Cunningham^s anger blew over in a few days, 
as Louis had prophesied that it would; assisted proba- 
bly by his son^s departure to Auckland for a month 
to settle some business-matters not concerning the 
course of this story. After his return, Louis lived 
principally at the station which was situated like an 
outpost on the verge of his father^s land ; so that 
opportunities for a renewal of the argument, had 
Mr. Cunningham wished it, were few and far between. 

Lucy had by this time quite settled down into her 



Mrs. Priors Brother, 107 

new life, and England was becoming the dream, not 
New Zealand. Only the coming and going of the 
English mail reminded her at times that there were 
still friends, and still another country, across the blue 
ocean, of which the faint thunder of the surf could be 
heard on a still day, in the peaceful valley where 
Maungarewa lay. 

The visitors who found their way to Maungarewa 
were, except the Lennoxes, almost entirely of the 
masculine order. It is true there were a few ladies 
scattered about among the diflterent farms and 
stations, and rather more collected at the nearest 
township, ten miles or so away; but they were 
almost all married, and for the most part too much 
occupied with the care of children and domestic 
matters to have time to spend in paying visits, 
especially country ones ; so that Lucy soon found 
her visiting list numbered three or four masculine 
to one feminine name, and the constant repetition 
of strange bearded faces became in time rather 
monotonous. 

Gentlemen were kind enough to drop in pretty 
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frequently at Maungarewa, and sometimes to re- 
main for two or three days. It was a comfortable 
and well-ordered household — rather inviting after 
many of the rough bachelor establishments of the 
district — Lucy^s relations having, with unusual fore- 
thought, included the elements of housekeeping in 
her education to a more thorough extent than is 
usual, I believe, among the young ladies of the 
present day. 

But none of her home friends ever found her 
sketches of New Zealand scenery in water colours 
less charmingly touched because she could person- 
ally superintend the preparation of beef-steak pies, 
which were not uninviting when completed, or cause 
to bo placed upon her table a roast turkey, with 
deliaito accompaniments of mashed potatoes and 
sauces, which her father, at all events, appreciated. 
Nor was her admiration of Tennyson or Mrs. Browning 
over doAdened by the fact that her apricot tarts 
melted in the mouths of all those who partook of 
thorn. 

Clinton Meredith and many others were, at all 
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events, at this period, the gainers by the diflferent 
branches of domestic economy which Lucy had been 
brought up to cultivate. She received many compli- 
ments, which gave her pleasure, more or less, for 
surely there never was a clever housekeeper yet who 
did not like to feel that she was appreciated ? 

But her head was not over-exalted by the praise 
bestowed upon her; and one day she nearly made 
Clinton jealous, by telling him that she had met no 
one since she came out whom she considered half as 
agreeable as Doctor Dacre. 

" I wonder where he is, and what he is doing ? " 
Lucy added, more to herself than to him. "It 
seems odd that we have never heard of him since we 
landed ; but perhaps he has already gone home.^^ 

Clinton had heard of him, and knew that he was 
at that time not very far from Maungarewa ; but, 
being jealous, he did not choose to tell her so. And 
80 the subject dropped. 

But somewhere about this time Lucy heard that 
Mr. Prior, another old shipmate, was at last to be 
made happy. His lady-love landed in perfect safety 
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at Christ Churcli, with her brother, under whose 
protection she had consented to venture upon the 
long voyage. 

Miss Winstanley became Mrs. Prior within a week 
of her setting her foot once more upon terra firma ; 
and, after a short honeymoon, the happy couple 
came up to settle upon the station of which Mr. 
Pl'ior was manager, about six miles from Maun- 
garewa. They brought the brother with them, 
and Arthur Winstanley accompanied them when 
they went to Maungarewa to return Lucy^s call. 
Mrs. Prior, in spite of her majestic figure, and the 
atmosphere of strong-mindedness which appeared to 
surround her, was no rider, so her husband drove 
her over, and Arthur Winstanley rode his brother- 
in-law^s grey horse. 

They found Lucy and her father both at home* It 
was Lucy^s first introduction to the bride, as she 
had happened to be out on the day of Lucy^s visit. 
Mrs. Prior was very like her photographs — a hand- 
some girl with a Roman nose, and on a large scale 
altogether; but she was common-place-looking after 
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all, whicli was just the thing that her brother was 
not. 

Both of them had dark hair and eyes, and there 
all resemblance between them began and ended. He 
was as utterly unlike his sister as could well be 
imagined. 

Arthur Winstanley was a man of about the medium 
height and size, but, instead of Mrs. Prior^s aquiline 
nose and wide mouth, he had delicate, regular fea- 
tures, which would have made the fortune of a girl's 
face. He would have been a handsome man but for 
his eyes ; they were so light in colour, and so ex- 
pressionless, that they marred the effect of an other- 
wise attractive countenance. 

The most striking thing about him, however, was 
the utter want of interest or animation in everything 
he did or said. He looked like a man half asleep, 
without energy enough to rouse himself, and he 
never once brightened up the whole time he remained 
at Maungarewa. The same weary indiflference cha- 
racterized his manner as his face. It was not a sad 
face at all, but more like that of a person who has 
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received some shock, under the influence of which, 
the spirit remained stunned, and without sympathy 
in what took place around it. 

When I said that Mrs. Prior brought her brother 
with her, I used the words advisedly. He was 
evidently entirely at her disposal, and too lazy, or 
too tired out, to have any will at all of his own. 

Lucy found afterwards that the impression he had 
made upon her was of a person sufiering from a 
violent and prolonged fit of sulkiness. 

Mr. Cunningham and Mr. Prior plunged into an 
animated discussion of colonial politics, in which the 
governor's name repeatedly came uppermost ; Lucy 
and Mrs. Prior compared notes as to their respective 
voyages ; while Mr. Winstanley sat quietly back in 
an easy chair, listening to the conversation of the 
two ladies, but without making the slightest eflfort 
to join in it himself. Only when they were going 
away, and Lucy patted the neck of the grey horse, 
he asked her if she was fond of riding. When she 
had replied in the affirmative, and by way of politely 
prolonging the conversation for a moment or two, 
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^ ... 

had inquired whether he shared the same taste, he 
said, in his sleepy way, '^ I did once ; but I had a 
Kttle too much of it when I was at home at one 
time/' 

Mrs. Prior turned sharply round, just as she 
finished shaking hands with Mr. Cunningham. 

*' Why will you speak of that time, Arthur ? '^ she 
said, with asperity; "you know it is nothing to your 
credit.^' 

Arthur took the rebuke very calmly, and did not 
seem to care about it in the least. But he said no 
more. 

Lucy gathered, however, from the frown upon 
Mrs. Prior's face, that he might at one time have 
been the black sheep of his family, if so quiet a 
young gentleman could ever have found energy 
enough within him to be anything decided at all. 

It appeared, in course of time, that she was 
partly right in her conjecture; for afterwards, as she 
learnt to know more of Mrs. Prior, little scraps of 
that lady's family history from time to time slipped 
out. I 
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'^Arthur has given us all such trouble/' his 
sister said, in her superb, majestic way. '' I assure 
you, papa says he would rather have had ten daugh- 
ters than such a son ! Fancy ! we sent him to read 
Witt a clergyman in Devonshire, and he ran away! 
We heard nothing of him for a long time, and we 
could not trace him ; but at last he wrote to papa, 
and then — only imagine ! — ^we found he had enlisted 
in a cavalry regiment !» 

She paused here, and waited for some show of 
horror and amazement on Lucy's part, which Lucy, 
as in duty bound, proceeded to give. 

"Papa bought him out,'' Mrs. Prior then con- 
tinued, '^ and went to him ; and there he was in 
miserable little lodgings, sitting with his face hidden 
in his hands, and the table all covered with bits of 
letters, torn up. When papa spoke to him he 
started as if he had been shot, and then suddenly 
fainted away. He had a bad illness — ^brain fever, I 
believe — but got over it, and has never given us any 
trouble since." 

Lucy said she was glad to hear it, and won- 
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dered, privately, whether it was at that time that 
Mr. Arthur Winstanley had lost his interest in 
sublunary aflTairs, and ceased to care enough about 
anything to have a will of his own left. 

She grew to like him very well, as time went by, 
and she saw more of him; and for his part, he 
appeared to take quite a fancy to her. He always 
singled her out whenever they met, and showed a 
greater respect for her opinion than for that of any 
one else. In fact, he paid her a good deal of atten- 
tion in a quiet way. 

Mrs. Prior observed this with delight, hoping that 
Arthur might really make up his mind to marry, and 
settle down near her at last. She felt perfectly satis- 
fied with his choice, for she, too, had acquired a 
genuine liking for Lucy- 
She was strongly confirmed in her idea by an 
accidental discovery which she made about this time. 
Arthur Winstanley had one curious habit. When 
he was thinking, or listening to music, or to a con- 
versation taking place near him, he had an odd, 
absent fashion of scrawling over every scrap of 

I 2 
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paper he could lay hold of, the letter L. He would 
form it into a monogram in every variety of charac- 
ter and design — sometimes really graceful ones. 
Occasionally, but not often, he joined with it the 
initial of his own name, A. But he always crossed 
these out with heavy pencil strokes afterwards. 

Mrs. Prior found one morning a half sheet of note 
paper thus ornamented; and, remembering that 
Miss Cunningham's Christian name began with an 
L, she regarded it as proof positive of the manner 
in which that young lady occupied her brother's 
thoughts. 

By way of ascertaining how far the admiration 
was mutual, she, with much concealed artfulness 
and great outward innocence of manner, showed her 
discovery to Lucy the next time they were alone 
together. 

" Arthur is so absurdly absent,'' she said, '' but I 
suppose we must excuse him ! Only imagine ! he 
was amusing himself by scribbling these monograms 
all the time that I was talking to him about getting 
the new carpets we want for this house in Dunedin ! 
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So stupid of him ! I don't believe he heard a word 
that I said ! '' 

She placed the half sheet of note paper she held 
in Lucy's fingers, and watched with secret anxiety 
for the Qxpression of her face as she looked it over. 

" It seems to be all designs of one letter/' Lucy 
remarked calmly. " These are very pretty, and 
would look well embroidered on the corner of a 
handkerchief. Where have I seen an L like this 
before, I wonder ? Oh, I know ! it was on the back 
of a watch." 

She did not blush or look in the least conscious of 
any possible connexion between Mr. Winstanley's 
fits of absence and herself; and Mrs. Prior, to use 
her own words, " could not flatter herself that Miss 
Cunningham so far evinced any reciprocity." 
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CHAPTEE XL 



XFFIE. 



Time passed. January and February burnt them- 
selves out in heat and glare and dust, and March 
came in with cooler days, but equaQy lovely. 

One day Lucy had ridden oyer to Deepdene alone. 
She knew her way over the hills now perfectly, and 
the three girls went backwards and forwards between 
each other's homes almost regularly. 

Louis never came to Maungarewa when he 
thought that EfiBe or Jeanie Lennox would be there, 
but once or twice he had been caught, and could not 
avoid a meeting. Li such cases he devoted himself 
to Effie, and Jeanie tossed her golden head pri- 
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vately, and thought him the greatest bear she had 
ever known. The little " blonde beauty '' was used 
to admiration, and enjoyed it heartily. 

Effie always took Louis' part when her sister 
attacked him, but otherwise never spoke about him 
at all. Only Lucy thought it a suspicious fact that 
just about this time Effie refused an excellent offer 
from a distant cousin of her own who had been 
attached to her ever since they had played together 
as children, and whom her father and mother had 
always hoped she would marry. 

''It's odd,'' said Jeanie thoughtfully, when her 
sister was not in the room. '' Effie seemed to like 
poor Jack till quite lately, and then suddenly she 
grew as cold to him as ice." 

It was odd, Lucy thought \ but to Effie herself she 
did not venture to say a word, only she found her- 
self constantly hoping that Louis after all would 
change his mind and gratify both his father and her- 
self by choosing the wife they both so eagerly de- 
sired for him. 

On this March evening, when Lucy had ridden 
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over to Deepdene, the three girls were sitting by one 
of the long open windows of the drawing-room. 

They formed a pretty group. Lucy was seated in 
the middle^ wearing her dark-grey riding habit^ set 
off by its little white collar and scarlet tie at the 
throat. It was a costume which suited her figure^ 
and the sober-coloured cloth of the habit seemed to 
make her great coils of glittering waving hair a 
richer coronet than ever to her small^ well-shaped 
head. 

Jeanie was sitting on a footstool at her feet^ in 
a blue-spotted muslia which just suited her deli- 
cate pink-tinted cheeks. A scarlet carnation was 
coquettishly fastened over her left ear, and another 
in the belt that surrounded her neat little waist. 

Effie was the &rthest back of all^ and was dressed 
like her sister, but without the flowers. Her eyes, 
less lovely in colour than Jeanie^s, but with far 
greater capacity of expression, were fixed on the 
sunset sky without, and she held one of Lucy's 
hands in hers. 

The soft air came in at the window and fanned 
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their faces, and once wafted in a shower of rose-leaves 
from the full-blown flowers which twined around the 
sill. Effie caught some of the leaves in her hand, 
and played with them unconsciously while she was 
speaking. Ah! there was one rose there which 
was to fade gently before its bloom had fully 
come ! 

Jeanie looked up with large blue eyes when the 
conversation of the others, as sometimes happened, 
got beyond her depth, but she admired all that they 
said, whether she understood it or not, and was happy 
and loving as usual. 

At last they saw a horseman ride through the 
paddock and up to the garden gate. 

'^ It is Mr. Meredith ! ^^ said Jeanie and Lucy in a 
breath. 

Lucy thought that he had found out where she 
was gone, and had come to fetch her home. Jeanie 
believed that he had come to see her pretty little 
self. It was not the first time by any means that he 
had done so. She had no more idea of any engage- 
ment between Clinton and Lucy than she had of the 
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geology of the district. Even Effie had not found 
it out. 

Jeanie jumped up in a moment, saying, '^ I'll go 
and find papa,'' and she ran out of the room. She 
came back in a few moments with her hat in her 
hand, and reported that papa had gone up the gully, 
and that she was going to find him. Somehow papa 
was very apt to be up the gully whenever Mr. 
Meredith came to Deepdene, but fortunately Effie 
did not think of remarking upon this fact to her 
companion. 

Presently they saw Jeanie guiding Clinton across 
the lawn to the little gate which opened on to the 
path leading up the gully among the trees. 

"He doesn't know I am here," thought Lucy. 
" But I wonder Jeanie has not told him," she added 
to herself a moment afterwards. 

Somehow or other she felt suddenly sobered, and 
she looked out at the fading light in the sky with a 
feeling of sadness at her heart for which she could 
scarcely account. 

In a few minutes Mrs. Lennox came into the room. 
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" Where is Jeanie ? '^ she asked. 

" She has gone with Mr. Meredith up the gully 
to find papa/^ said Effie. 

''But papa is not up the gully/' returned her 
mother. " He has gone over to the manager's house 
to speak to Mr. Hood. J could have told Jeanie 
that if she had asked me." 

Lucy felt more sober than ever as Mrs. Lennox 
spoke. But her faith in Clinton was too great not 
to resist the first slight shock it had received. 

" I suppose they will soon be back/' went on Mrs. 
Lennox, " when they find papa is not there," — ^and 
she went out of the room again. 

Almost at the same moment Effie shook down all 
the rose-leaves fi'om her lap on to the floor. 
" There/' she said, '' I'm tired of them ; they are 
withered. Let me throw them away." 

" Their day is. over, poor things ! " said Lucy, with 
an involuntary sigh. 

"There will be more next summer," Effie re- 
turned, looking up with a smile. 

" Ah, yes ! " said Lucy, " but not the same." 
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She scarcely knew what prompted her to this 
little bit of sorrowful moraUzing, but afterwards she 
remembered those words with tears, for they were 
only too true, 

^^ It^s well Louis doesn^t hear us,^' she went on in 
a moment, quite in her usual manner. " He would 
call us dreadfully sentimental/^ 

Effie stooped to collect together the scattered 
rose-leaves on the ground. Still bending down she 
said, " Mr. Louis has not been here for a long time. 
I suppose he is very busy ? ^' 

" Very busy indeed just now,^' returned his sister, 
thinking she could guess what was passing in Effie^s 
mind. " He has just had to buy a new horse. One 
of his others was quite lame from being ridden too 
much. The new one is a beauty — dark bay, and 
called ' Llewellyn.' '' 

Wise as Lucy thought herself, she was not quite 
as much behind the scenes as she imagined. One 
day she learnt this, but that day was far in the 
future yet. 

There was a slight pause. Effie did not seem to 
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take much interest in the bay horse. At last she 
said suddenly and rather shyly, ^' I wonder if any one 
ever marries their first love ? Papa told us one day 
that he did not, and he did not believe people ever 
did, except in books/' 

Lucy felt that she could quite understand this. 
It would indeed have been difficult to picture plain 
common-place Mrs. Lennox as any one's first love. In 
her girlish arrogance, which was really ignorance of 
life, she did not allow for the changes brought to 
Mrs. Lennox by the ^^slow, sure discipline of years.'' 

" Some people do not seem to have any first loves 
at all," she said, in answer to Effie's remark. '^ My 
brother Louis for instance." 

She intended Effie to understand that at all events 
she had no rival to fearj the field was clear before 
her, and who knew what might not come to pass in 
time ? But she was a little startled at Effie's reply. 

" I do not think that follows at all," Effie said, 
" — about Mr. Louis, I mean. Men are just as 
careful sometimes not to let any one find out their 
secrets as we girls are j and you know, when they 
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ti'avel about much, they make many acquaintances 
we do not know of at all/^ 

" That is quite true/^ said Lucy. " But still I am 
sure I am right about Louis." 

Remembering this conversation in after days with 
a wider experience of life, the confidence with which 
she had spoken seemed to her unutterably ridicu- 
lous. Efiie, from whatever reason it sprang, had 
proved in this instance a keener judge of Louis 
Cunningham's character than his sister Lucy. 

The two girls remained seated by the window, 
talking together for a long time. Both felt during 
that hour that the bond of their friendship was 
signed and sealed for their lifetimes. 

Would it have been so, and would it have lasted ? 
I think it would ; but it was never put to the test. 
The wear and tear of life never touched it, and time 
had no power to try it, because one of these two 
was soon to pass for ever out of the region where 
Time holds sway. A little longer, and there was to 
be no thought of marrying or giving in marriage for 
Eflfie Lennox. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



UNDER THE BLUE GUMS. 



Clinton and Jeanie were away a long time. It was 
a lovely evening, very cool and pleasant under the 
gum-trees and Australian shrubs, which had been 
planted with excellent effect on both sides of the 
gully; and neither of them were in any hurry to 
return to the house. 

Clinton, to do him justice, had no idea that Lucy 
was then at Deepdene. He had not seen her since 
the week before, when he had spent two days at 
Maungarewa, and enjoyed himself supremely. It 
was business which had brought him that night to 
Deepdene, and he really wished to see Mr. Lennox 
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before he went away. But still there was plenty of 
time, and Jeanie was a very pleasant companion, 
especially in that soft romantic gloom beneath the 
boughs of the trees, with the little creek, which 
flowed like an English stream through the gully, 
gliding gently by at their feet. 

They came at last to the large stone, or rather 
rock, which was the scene of Jeanie^s exploit alluded 
to in a former chapter. The grass was soft and 
green at its foot, and Jeanie sat down and took oflF 
her hat. 

" I'm tired,^^ she said, " and I don't see anything 
of papa." 

Clinton, who had never expected to meet Mr. 
Lennox there at all, sat down by her side, and, 
pulling a few leaves from one of the trees, crushed 
them in his fingers, filling the air with their aromatic 
perfume. 

^^ I shall always love this place,'' he then remarked 
sentimentally, favouring Jeanie with one of those 
looks out of his blue eyes which he had before now 
found to be so irresistible. 
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Of course the young lady immediately asked him 
why, and of course Clinton replied, ^^ Can you ask 
me?^' And liis time he managed to sigh as he 
spoke. 

Jeanie blushed, and her Uttle heart began to 
flutter with delight. She was becoming only too 
much in earnest in these occasional meetings, while 
to Clinton it was all a pretty little game, which 
just kept his hand in for more serious business. 
She could think of nothing to say, however, except 
another remark of "I wonder where papa can 
heV 

'^He will turn up in good time,^^ said Clinton 
quietly, and then he placed some of the blu0 
gum leaves he was playing with in her hand, and 
managed to give it a meaning pressure while he 
did so. 

It was beginning to grow quite dark beneath the 
trees; perhaps that was the reason Clinton had to 
bend down so near to see his companion's face. 
Neither of them had spoken for some minutes. 
At last Jeanie made a violent efibrt, and her first 

K 
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words broke the spell, for her compaaiioii at 
least. 

"I really must go back/' she said; '^Effie and 
Lucy will wonder what has become of me." 

It was so dusk that she scarcely noticed Clinton's 
sudden start. 

"Is Miss Cunningham here to-night?'' he in- 
quired; and Jeanie was conscious that there was 
a change in his tone. 

" Yes," she said innocently. " Why do you ask 
like that ? Don't you like her ?" 

"I like her?" replied Clinton, really for once 
feeling confused by this inquiry, and thankfdl that 
she could not distinctly see his face in the dusk. 
" Why, yes, of course I do. Every one does, don't 
they? But I had no idea you had any visitors. 
Perhaps, after all, we had better go and see if 
Mr. Lennox is in the house." 

Jeanie got up at once, feeling disappointed, and 
conscious that in some way, for her, the pleasure of 
the evening was over. Could she have done any- 
thing to oflFend him? She put on her hat, and 
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Clinton did not ofiTer to tie the strings, as she had 
expected that he would, and as they walked back 
very soberly and formally down the gully something 
extremely like tears were glittering in her pretty 
eyes. But she kept her head carefully turned from 
her companion; and he was feeling too provoked 
with himself, at the mistake he had unconsciously 
made, to notice anything unusual about her. 

The lamp was not yet lighted when they entered 
the drawing-room, and Lucy andEffie were still seated 
by the window. Only the outlines of their two 
figures were visible, however, in the twilight. 

Clinton had by this time perfectly regained the 
command of himself. He contrived, while shaking 
hands with Lucy, to whisper to her that he was 
feeling dreadfully bored, and so glad that she was 
there to put him to rights again. 

Of course she was pleased with the compliment 
from her lover — ^what girl would not have been ? — 
and, though Clinton had been flirting with Jeanie 
all the evening, it was not such an insincere speech 
after all. 

£ 2 
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Jeanie was the prettiest of playthings — for a time 
— but she had not Lucy^s intelligence and piquancy, 
or her power of keeping those in whose society she 
was interested and amused by her conversation. 
Clinton was thoroughly alive to this, and on that 
evening he managed to make Lucy understand that 
he was aware of it, in a manner which set to rest 
the unformed doubt at her heart for awhile. 

But there was somewhat at hand which was to 
drive away all minor troubles just then. 

The next day Effie drooped; they thought she 
had taken cold with sitting too long by the 
window while the dew was falling. Bronchitis 
came, bringing with it much suffering, borne 
with exceeding patience. Then, in a lull of the 
battle, Effie became aware that she was dying. It 
was about six o'clock in the evening, and Lucy 
was with her. She could speak a little, and she 
spoke of Jeanie. 

'^ Jeanie will want me," she said, somewhat wist- 
fully. ^^ What will she do without me ? . . . Oh, 
Tvucv ! you are stronger than she is. . . . Will you 
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help her ? . . . Always, for my sake, do take care of 
Jeanie ! ^^ 

Lucy answered, "I will . . . God helping me. 
Do not fear for Jeanie/' 

It was a solemn vow, destined to be solemnly 
redeemed far sooner than she had any idea of then. 

^^M ^^0 ^^f ^^^ ^^^ 

^% ^^ ^^ ^% ^* 

When Effie spoke again it was in a perfectly 
satisfied tone. Her last anxiety was gone. She 
said that nobody must grieve for her. She was 
very happy — knowing on whose love she rested. 

At the end of the week she died. Her figure 
fades away from among the characters of mystery, 
and henceforth her place is vacant. Her life was a 
very short one ; not remarkable in any manner ; but 
her influence on Lucy Cunningham did not die with 
her. 

If Effie Lennox had lived she might have con- 
tinued to love Louis Cunningham, and that love 
would have been utterly hopeless. The shadow, 
lying lightly on her life then, might have grown 
very dark within the years to come; but, dying 
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when she did^ Effie escaped all this. It had grown 
to be with her, — 

" If I had lived, I cannot tell; I might have been his wife, 
But all these things have ceased to be with my desire of life." 

She was not to have her portion in this present 
world ; but, doubtless, God had prepared some better 
thing for her. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



LAURA BEAPPEABS. 



And what was Dacre doing all this time ? He had 
been wandering to and fro, like a man with no 
object in life. He had visited the West Coast and 
the hot springs ; had even tried the diggings (it is 
not necessary to specify which of the gold-fields was 
the scene of his visit), and worked hard at a claim ; 
but, growing disgusted at his want of success, had 
bought a nugget from a more fortunate chum, and a 
splendid opossum rug from another, and started on 
a trip to Australia. 

From Sydney he was very near commencing a 
trip to the Fiji Islands ; but one night he had a 
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dream. Lucy Cunningham stood by him, and offered 
him one of the soft curly rings which lay so charm- 
ingly upon her forehead, just clipped from its station 
on her pretty head. He stretched out his hand 
for it eagerly, and awoke to find that memory 
would not consent to be killed even by a constant 
change of scene. 

After this he endured a day of such thorough 
" blues,^^ that he decided upon going home ; and 
it seemed to him that he could only carry out this 
plan by way of New Zealand, and especially of that 
part where Maungarewa was situated. 

He had a hundred excellent reasons why no other 
route than this was at all practicable. For one 
thing, he had not yet completed his assortment of 
moa bones, and he had heard that some excellent 
specimens were to be procured in the neighbour- 
hood of Maungarewa. 

When he took up his abode in the nearest town- 
ship to Mr. Cunningham^s station he found that the 
musical clique of the district were upon the eve 
of giving a concert. It was for a charitable 
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purpose, and every one who possessed any musical 
talent had promised to give their assistance. 

One day Dacre met Clinton Meredith riding 
through the town. They greeted each other, and 
then Dacre asked after Miss Cunningham. 

^^ She was quite well when I saw her last/^ 
said Clinton stiffly. He never could divest him- 
self of an unaccountable feeling of jealousy towards 
Dacre. 

Dacre took no notice of his manner. '^ Are you 
going to sing at the concert next week V^ he asked 
pleasantly. 

^^ Yes/^ returned Clinton ; adding, with a touch of 
his usual self-assertion, "they say they can^t do 
without me.'^ 

'^ Ah ! indeed,^' said Dacre. He had found out all 
he wanted now, and had no wish to prolong the con- 
versation. 

If Clinton was to sing, no doubt Lucy would be 
there, and there he determined to see her and speak 
to her for the last time, he assured himself, and shut 
his eyes to the fact that he had come to that neigh- 
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bourhood for just such an opportunity, and for no 
other reason. 

Lucy, meanwhile, never thought about him at all. 
Her heart was full of grief at the loss of her girl- 
friend, and she was trying as far as she could to 
fulfil her promise to Effie Lennox. As much as lay 
in her power, she endeavoured to fill Effie's place to 
poor little Jeanie. She found, too, that this was an 
easier task at first than she had imagined. Jeanie 
mourned truly and sincerely for the sister she had 
lost, but it was a necessity to her to cling to the one 
who offered herself in bodily presence to fill up the 
void. 

'' Qnand on n'a pas oe qn'on aune^ il font aiiner oe qn'on a." 

Jeanie's was a nature which realized the truth of 
this axiom intensely; so that Lucy, who had never 
dreamed of being looked upon quite in the same light 
as Effie, found that Jeanie had accepted her, though 
not without tears, as a substitute, and was daily be- 
coming more and more reconciled to the exchange. 
Of course it was out of the question for Jeanie to 
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attend the concert ; but Mr. Cunningham wished to 
go, and wished to take his daughter, and Lucy her- 
self wanted to hear Clinton sing. So she dressed 
herself for the occasion on the day appointed, though 
somewhat sadly, with many a longing wish for the 
lost fnend who would never share any pleasures with 
her again. She had chosen to wear the very simplest 
toilet of black and white — half-mourning, in fact. 
A necklace of Roman pearls, and a red rose which 
Clinton had given her in her hair, were the only 
ornaments she had allowed herself. 

But there was one person at the concert who 
thought her looking more captivating than ever the 
moment he set eyes upon her. Alas for Caere's good 
resolutions ! He found himself, when seated, on the 
opposite side of the room to Miss Cunningham, and, 
in fact, in an excellent position for watching her as 
much as he pleased without being himself observed. 
Still he could not help wishing for a glance of recog- 
nition, and this he set himself at once to gain. The 
gentleman seated by Lucy's side he guessed, and 
correctly, to be her father, and to Mr. Cunningham 
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Dacre was determined to obtain an introduction 
before long. 

Lucy, for her part, was scarcely seated before she 
caught a glimpse of a yellow beard, and became 
aware that Louis was seated a few rows in front of 
her, and immediately behind a party consisting of 
two ladies and a gentleman. On the row before 
her were the Priors and Mr. Winstanley — ^Mrs. 
Prior looking handsome in black silk, with scarlet 
poppies in her hair — ^her husband obviously proud 
of her — and Arthur Winstanley half asleep, as usual. 
Lucy caught her brother^s eye and nodded to him^ 
and he came to speak to her for a moment. 

After he had gone back to his place, and before 
the performers had made their appearance on the 
platform arranged for them, Lucy again became 
conscious that some one was bending forwards and 
trying to catch her attention from one of the seats 
at the other side of the room, and almost in a line 
with those occupied by her father and herself. 
She turned her head slightly, and encountered a 
certain pair of bright brown eyes which she had not 
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forgotten. " What is Doctor Dacre doing here, I 
wonder ?^^ was her first thought; and then, "What 
an uncommon-looking face he has ! He is a man to 
single out of a crowd/' 

Dacre, having obtained what he wanted — Lucy^s 
bow and smile — drew back quietly and looked 
another way. But he told himself next moment that 
he was rightly punished for having come there at all 
when he saw that Lucy had forgotten all about him, 
for Clinton Meredith had come on to the platform and 
was just about to sing. He was quite right. Lucy- 
had entirely forgotten him. All her thoughts were 
now absorbed by the evening's entertainment, which 
had already begun. It was not until the interval 
between the first and second parts, when the per- 
formers had subsided behind a curtain hung to 
shelter them from profane eyes during their brief 
breathing space, that Lucy found herself again at 
liberty to survey some of the audience around her. 
Suddenly she touched her father's arm, — 

" Papa," she said, " do you see those people in 
front of Louis ? One of those two ladies came out 
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black hair, and large grey eyes. They were re- 
markably alike; only when you compared them 
together you saw that one of them was older than 
the other, and that her beauty was nearer its wane. 
The elder lady was dressed plainly in black grenadine ; 
the other was in white, set off with coral ornaments, 
coral round her neck and wrists, and thick strings 
of coral twisted in her splendid black plaits of hair. 
She wore also round her throat a broad black 
velvet band. 

None of those ladies whose costumes I have 
noticed in this chapter wore dresses cut low in the 
neck, or what would be considered full dress in 
England. It was an understood thing at the time I 
write of, and in that part of the New Zealand 
colonies, that ladies were never to appear before a 
colonial audience in anything but demi-toilet. 

Lucy had just finished the observations she was 
making of Mrs. KeitVs party, when something 
attracted her attention nearer home, and her eye fell 
carelessly on the people immediately before her. 
Then she gave an involuntary start, for she saw to 
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her amazement that Arthur Winstanley was awake 
at last ! 

The change was remarkable. Five minutes ago 
he had been languidly studying the* programme of 
the songs which he held in his hand, and evidefitly 
wondering when the whole aflfair would be over. 
Now the sleepy eyes had suddenly lit up ; the sulky 
mouth was actually quivering ; the man^s whole atti- 
tude expressed eagerness and alertness in every line. 
What was it that had aroused him at last ? 

Lucy followed the direction of his eyes. They 
were fixed upon the two ladies to whom she had just 
been calling her father^s attention. After a moment 
she became certain that he was watching them ; and 
even when he recollected himself and drew back into 
his seat, half shading his eyes with his hand for a 
minute or two, she saw that his excitement had still 
by no means subsided. 

He was so quiet through it all, however, that no 
one had noticed him except Lucy, and even she could 
not tell from the expression of his face what was the 
nature of his repressed agitation. Whether it were 



Laura Reappears. 145 

joy or sorrow, anger or pleasure, she had not the 
slightest idea. A minute afterwards, however, 
she saw that his hand was trembling so much, he 
could no longer hold the little slip of pink paper 
containing the printed programme of the evening^s 
entertainment ; it had fallen to the ground ; and the 
next instant Arthur Winstanley rose from his seat, 
and slipped quietly out of the room. 

A little while and some one behind Lucy said, not 
loudly, but in a distinct tone which could be heard 
all round, ^^ A person outside has fainted ! Is there 
a medical man in the room ?" 

Doctor Dacre rose at once, making an aflSrmative 
gesture with his hand, and then he, too, disappeared ; 
and Lucy found herself feeling somewhat nervous, 
and her cheeks hotter and more flushed than they 
had been a short time before. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



THE END OF THE CONCERT. 



Doctor Dacee was not away long ; he soon retnmed 
and resumed his seat, looking so cool and nncon- 
cerned that Lucy felt quite reassured by one glance 
at his face. And in about half an hour Arthur 
Winstanley, too, came in, very pale, but quite him- 
self again to all outward appearance. Just as he 
entered it became Clinton^s turn to sing his last solo. 
This was nearly at the close of the evening. Lucy 
made her father applaud Clinton vigorously, and he 
got the e?icore he wished for. Then came a glee, and 
then ^^ God save the Queen,^^ when, of course, every 
one rose. 



The End of the Concert 147 

After this the people streamed out. Those who 
chose to wait until the crush was over grew into 
isolated little groups, and were full in view of each 
other. The Priors, Arthur Winstanley, and Mr. 
Cunningham, formed one of these; Clinton was 
hunting for some music on the platform, and 
Louis was with him. Lucy had gone to fetch 
some wraps from the small room at the entrance, 
used that night as a cloak-room; and Dacre, 
having waylaid her as she came out, was getting 
the interview he had been looking forward to so 
long. Not very far from the platform the two 
ladies who had interested Arthur Winstanley so 
much were still standing. 

Mr. Winstanley detached himself from his own 
party, and walked quietly down the room towards 
them. As he drew near, the younger lady, with the 
coral in her hair, suddenly dropped her fan. Arthur 
made a hasty step forwards, as though to restore it 
to her, but she was too quick for him. She picked 
it up, and turned rather away from the rest of her 
party as she did so. Any one who had noticed her 
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face at this moment would have seen that it expressed 
the blankest dismay. 

Arthur Winstanley immediately addressed her ; 
lie spoke a very few words in an under tone, but all 
the world might have heard what he said. It was 
simply a request to know when and where it would 
be convenient to her to grant him an interview. She 
replied in the same tone, and naming a time and 
place. 

This was all that passed between them. He bowed, 
and she returned the salute, and then he walked 
away again back to his own friends. The whole 
affair had not lasted two minutes, and her face never 
lost its startled expression till he had fairly gone. 

On his way up the room he passed Lucy and Dacre. 
Dacre turned and looked hard at him, as lie went by, 
with a somewhat puzzled face. Lucy ventured to 
ask him if that was not the gentleman who had been 
taken ill that evening. 

" Yes,^^ Dacre returned, ^^ it is. But what puzzles 
me is that I seem to remember having met hiTn 
before, and I cannot recall where.^* He stood a 
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moment, evidently taxing his memory for something 
that had escaped him, and apparently in vain. 

'' His name is Mr. Winstanley/^ said Lucy. 

But this did not enlighten Dacre in the least. ^' I 
have seen the fellow before somewhere,^' he said — 
'' of that I am certain — and it must have been under 
a different name. But where and when I met him I 
cannot recollect at all." 

Lucy did not feel able to help him any further ; 
but she thought it strange, if he were indeed right 
in his conjecture, that Arthur Winstanley had 
not already recalled himself to Dacre's remem- 
brance. 

Quite a little hum of conversation was going on 
at the upper end of the room. 

"Mr. Brown played exquisitely, didn't he? I 
was quite enchanted.'^ 

'' Those ' Lieder ohne Worte' are so bewitching ! " 

''And how sweetly Miss Jones sang !" 

''Did you observe Mrs. Robinson's dress ? Pearl- 
grey silk, and blue convolvulus in her hair. So 
lovely ! 
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" She has just had a box from home. No doubt 
that sweet silk came in it ! ^^ 

" The apphiuse from the diggers behind was less 
u})roarious than I expected/^ 

" \Mio was the poor man that fainted^ I wonder?** 

" The heat was enough to make any fellow faint. 
"Why did not some one open a window V* 

So ran the comments of the "upper ten thousand" 
upon the evening's amusement. 

" Papa/* said Lucy, " I want to introduce you to 
Doctor Uacre.** 

Mr. Cunningham took a fancy to Dacre*s face, and 
invited him to Maungarewa on the spot. Clinton 
Moivdith joined them, and they all four left the 
room together, followed in a moment by the Priors 
and Arthur "Wiustanley. 

The instant they had disappeared Laura looked at 
Louis, and made him the slightest possible signal 
with her fan. He was by her side in a moment. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

MRS. LENNOX BECOMES CONFIDENTIAL. 

Lucy had promised to ride round by Deepdene on 
her way home the day after the concert, and tell 
Jeanie all about it. Louis, having some business to 
transact with Mr. Lennox, had promised to escort 
her. 

They reached the house about five o'clock p.m., 
just an hour or so before dinner. Jeanie was out 
somewhere in the garden, but Mrs. Lennox came 
to meet Lucy, and gave her, as usual, a hearty 
welcome. 

The evenings had now begun to grow short and 
cold. After Lucy had taken ofi" her riding-habit. 
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they repaired to the drawing-room, and were glad 
to find a good fire glowing in the grate. 

Mrs. Lennox placed two easy chairs before the 
hearth for herself and her visitor. The room was 
empty, except for Lucy and herself, and it was fast 
getting dusk. Neither could see the other's face 
very distinctly as they sat before the fire \ it was, in 
fact, quite a confidential sort of hour, and, everybody 
being out of the way, Mrs. Lennox took advantage 
of it, and settled herself down for a comfortable 
talk. 

'' My dear,'' she said, after a short pause, during 
which Lucy, tired with her ride, was beginning to 
grow drowsy under the combined influence of 
the luxurious easy chair and the warmth from 
the red . embers. " Lucy, my dear, I want to 
speak to you about Jeanie — something very par- 
ticular indeed." 

'^ Yes?" returned Lucy, rousing up immediately. 
" About Jeanie ? What is it, Mrs. Lennox ?" 

"It is a matter of very great importance, my 
dear," said the elder lady, smoothing down some of 
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the trimming — ^black crape, alas ! — on her dress as 
she spoke. 

Lucy made up her mind immediately that she was 
going to be consulted about the best way to make 
Jeanie's .new French merino, or whether it was 
proper that the little lady in her deep mourning 
should wear large gold ear-rings, as she insisted 
upon doing. " Matters of importance ^^ with Jeanie 
and her mother generally meant something of this 
description, as Lucy was aware. She still felt very 
sleepy, and while Mrs. Lennox spoke her eyes were 
fixed on her own pretty bronze slippers, with pink 
bows, snugly ensconced upon the fender, and she was 
considering whether her next pair of boots would 
look best with round or square toes ! 

However, in all this she was really doing Mrs. 
Lennox great injustice, for that lady certainly had 
something of importance to say. 

'' Perhaps you have noticed a little yourself, my 
dear,'' Mrs. Lennox went on presently, ^^ and you 
^vron't be surprised, I think, at what I am going to 
tell you. The fact is, that a certain gentleman who 
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has been here pretty often has really paid Jeanie 
some marked attentions, and I wanted to consult 
you as to whether it would be a desirable match for 
her or not, for I think your father seems to know 
him well/^ 

Not the slightest hint of the truth had as yet 
dawned on Lucy^s mind. She ran over in her head 
the names of half a dozen professed admirers of 
Jeanie^s without being able to discover to which 
Mrs. Lennox referred. 

Several of them had been often at Deepdene, but 
which had been the most pointed in his attentions 
she was unable from her own observation to decide. 
So, with a strong feeling of curiosity growing within 
her, she inquired, ^^ Who is it, Mrs. Lennox ?^^ 

" Then you haven^t noticed anything,^^ said Mrs. 
Lennox, slightly disappointed; "but perhaps it was 
not likely. Now I come to think of it, I remember 
hia visits here have never happened to take place at 
the same time as yours except once . . . but 
that was weeks ago . . . before . . . before 
we lost Effie.'' 
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Still no hint of the truth had flashed upon Lucy. 
The sudden gravity that had fallen upon her face was 
caused by the allusion in Mrs. Lennoxes last words. 
She shook her head slightly and said, ^^I don't 
recollect. Who is it?'' 

'' I remember you both came over on the same 
evening then/' went on Mrs. Lennox, still without 
the slightest notion of returning a straightforward 
answer to Lucy's question — " Mr. Meredith and you. 
Don't you recollect now?" 

^' Who ?" returned Lucy hastily, with dilated eyes 
fixed on her companion's face. 

''Mr. Meredith." 

^'You surely are not speaking of Aim?" said 
Lucy. 

^' Yes I am," returned Mrs. Lennox composedly, 
not noticing the look of perfect horror in the girl's 
eyes. The fire had grown dull, however, and their 
faces in that dim light were not clear to each other's 
vision. ^' You seem a little surprised, my dear, but 
you would not be if you had noticed all that I have 
done. I assure you that young man never comes to 
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the house now but what I expect he will make 
Jeanie an offer. I want you to tell me if you know 
anything of his family and his prospects^ and 
whether I am doing wisely in encouraging hia 
attentions or not/^ 

Not a word of answer to this appeal came from 
the easy chair opposite to her. Lucy was sitting in 
a kind of trance of horror, which for the noioment 
had almost stricken her dumb. 

She felt in her inmost heart that Mrs. Lennox 
was not deceived, and that what she said was per- 
fectly true. Little fragments of doubt, which had 
found their way into her mind from time to time, 
hitherto crushed down and despised, all rose up in 
revolution in a moment, and formed a solid barri- 
cade of proof, against which Hope dashed herself 
once, and then dropped down dead for ever. 

Mrs. Lennox, as it happened, had no time to feel 
surprised at Lucy^s silence and apparent apathy 
concerning Jeanie's prospects in life, so different 
from her usual ready sympathy on all subjects 
brought before her notice by either Mrs. Lennox or 



Mrs. Lennox becomes Confidential. 157 

her daughter. Just at this moment there was a 
step in the hall, and a clear voice called out, 
''Mamma, are you there ? and whereas Lucy ? Has 
she come yet?" 

''We^re both here, Jeanie," her mother an- 
swered; and then to Lucy, in a lower tone, ''Another 
time, my dear. We'll finish our talk together 
quietly some day when there's no one by to 
interrupt us.'' 

Jeanie came in, fresh and cold from the evening 
air, her shawl unfastened and drooping over her 
shoulders, her large garden hat in her hand. She 
went up to Lucy and offered her a pink cheek to 
kiss. 

"You look very snug," she said. "Why didn't 
you send some one to fetch me in ?" 

" We did not know where you were," said Mrs. 
Lennox, " nor who you might be with," she added 
in rather a meaning tone. 

"Oh, nonsense!" returned Jeanie, smiling a 
little to herself, as though she quite understood the 
allusion. " We have not had any visitors now for 
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two days. They were all at the concert/' Then to 
Lucy, with a slight hesitation, she added, ^^ Did— 
did . . . Mr. Meredith sing, and was he 
encored ? '^ 

Lucy replied to both questions in the affirmative, 
but somehow not quite in her ufiual tone. 

'^Fm sure you're tired/' said Jeanie compas- 
sionately, "so I won't bother you now, but you 
must tell me all about it after dinner. I want to 
know what every one wore, and which of the glees 
went ofiF the best. Now I'm going to sit by 
your side and let you rest until you've had some 
tea." 

She curled herself on the hearth-rug by the side of 
Lucy's chair, and kept silence meritoriously for some 
time. She little dreamt that Lucy, lying back so 
very still, was drawing a mental comparison between 
Jeanie and herself, and that the case, in her opinion, 
was decidedly in Jeanie's favour. 

Lucy Cunningham was not beautiful, as I have 
said before. She was merely a nice-looking girl, 
with a bright, intelligent expression. The only 
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claims she could lay to beauty rested on her pretty 
rippling hair and round, graceful figure. 

But Jeanie was, in all respects, unusually pretty. 
Her little golden head gleamed in the firelight 
under Lucy^s eyes; her soft oval face, from the 
delicate eyebrows to the dimpled chin, Lucy knew 
by heart, and knew that it was very fair. The fault 
of Jeanie^s face lay in the forehead, which was too 
high and not broad enough to please a critical eye ; 
but Lucy did not think of this just then. She weighed 
herself and Jeanie in the balance and found herself 
wanting. She was utterly unconscious of one of her 
own greatest charms — perhaps the one of all others 
which had most attracted Clinton towards her — ^her 
piquant, graceful manners. 

It was quite beyond Jeanie^s power to keep silence 
very long. She soon began to talk again as eagerly 
as ever. She was wild to know everything that had 
happened the evening before, and especially all that 
concerned Clinton Meredith. But by this time Lucy 
had rallied her forces and could answer every ques- 
tion quite steadily. The extreme innocence and 
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simplicity of both Jeanie and her mother rendered 
this much easier to her. She soon saw that there 
was no more likelihood of her secret being dis- 
covered by either of them than by two children. 

She told Jeanie everything she could remember 
about the concert, from the lace on Mrs. Prior's 
dress and Arthur Winstanley's attack of faintness 
down to the flower in Clinton Meredith's button- 
hole; and after awhile the gentlemen — ^Louis and 
Mr. Lennox — came in, and they had dinner. 
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CHA.PTBR XVI. 

dacrb's advick. 

" Liberavi am'TnaTn meam.^' 

During all the weary watches of the night which 
followed this memorable evenings Lucy little dreamt 
that^ only a few hours before^ Clinton too had been 
weighing something in the balance, but not as she 
had done — alone. He asked advice and secured the 
assistance of a firmer hand than his own to hold the 
scales^ The man to whom he applied was Doctor 
Dacre. 

It was partly owing to their being accidentally 
thrown together at a time when Clinton^s loind had 
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begtm to grow uneasy as to the fnture, partly be- 
cause Cliuton had recognized, in a vagae sort of 
fashion^ that this other man was built of stronger, 
more reliable materials than himself. Xot that he 
would have admitted this eyen to his own. inner con- 
sciousness. He had the bump of self-esteem exceed- 
ingly well developed under his fair hair, and had by 
no means at that time made up his mind to regard 
Dacre as his superior, whatever other people might 
do. 

It happened that both Clinton and Dacre had some 
distance to ride home after the concert was over, 
and that for the greater part of the way their roads 
lay together^ so they got their horses and started 
in company. 

For some time both were very silent— Clinton 
even, now that the excitement of the evening was 
over, rather gloomy — but at last, riding along 
under the stars, in the soft hush of the night, his 
mood relaxed, and he felt an impulse to open his 
heart to his companion. 

'^ Dacre," he said suddenly, when they had gone 
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about two miles or so, '^ Dacre, did it ever happen to 
you to come to a place where two roads met, and for 
the life of you you didn^t know which to take ? I * 
mean by roads — courses of action, you know/' 
^ Dacre glanced at him for a moment somewhat sur- 
prised, and then, seeing that Clinton was really in 
earnest, he shook his head and said " No/* After a 
moment he added, ** The two roads — yes : the doubt 
— no. One road was always plainly right and the 
other wrong/* 

''Ah, but I don^t mean that, old fellow,^' said 
Clinton. ''You're on the wrong track. I don't 
mean a question of conscience, you know. But did 
you never see two roads before you, each equally 
easy to take, and for the life of you you didn't know 
which you'd rather go ? *' 

Dacre laughed outright. 

" No," he said. "I never felt doubtful as to what I 
wanted in my life. I always saw ihai clearly enough. 
You are talking of an embarras des richesses such as 
I never experienced.'* 

Clinton was quite silent for some time after this. 

M 2 
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I'hey halted their horses on the side of the hill they 
were ascending, and looked down on the lights of 
the town sparkling below them. 

At last Meredith said abruptly, ^^The trath is, 
Dacre, I'm just now in a deadly dilemma. I noLOst do 
one thing or the other, and 1^11 be hanged if I know 
which it's to be." 

He stared hard at the lights below in an absent 
manner as he spoke. 

Dacre, also with his eyes far away, answered^ 
" Why do you say this to me, Meredith ? Do you 
want advice from me ? I tell you plainly I can give 
you none, being as completely in the dark as I am. 
You say it's not a question of conscience, and if it's 
not, and you really don't know your own mind, why, 
so far as I can see, you might as well toss up for it 
Mud abide by heads or tails." 

They had turned their horses' heads and were 
riding on now. 

^^ Well, no, there's no conscience in it," returned 
Clinton, ignoring the last suggestion entirely. He 
was half inclined to be affronted with Dacre for 
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making it, and with the view of proving that his 
troubles arose entirely from his own superior powers 
of fascination, and were therefore matters for envy 
rather than otherwise, he rushed into particulars 
forthwith. 

"You know Miss Cunningham ? ^^ he went on. 
'* Well, we were engaged — at least, after a fashion, you 
know — Hallo, Dacre ! don't go so fast, will you ? 
It's a nasty bit of road just here — and so, as luck 
Tvoujd have it, she insisted on introducing me to her 
friend Jeanie Lennox. I held back rather, but she 
would have it so, and — and — she's very pretty, you 
know — and — I say, what am I to do, you know ? 
Upon my word, old fellow, you'll have a cropper in 
a moment if you go on Uke that." 

Dacre's horse had stumbled on the slope of the 
hill as they descended. He was certainly riding 
rather recklessly at the time. 

'^ K you want to come to grief I certainly don't," 
Clinton went on. " There, that's more the pace for 
such a hill as this. Breaking my neck isn't exactly 
the way I should choose out of my difficulties, though 
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they're no end of a bore all the same. It has just 
come to this : — One of these girls I suppose I must 
throw over — which is it to be ?" 

Dacre muttered something between his teeth. He 
had not been entirely ignorant of all that Clinton 
was now imparting to him. The fact of Clinton's 
engagement to Lucy he had guessed long since on 
board the ^^ Flora Macdonald,'' but all this compli- 
cation concerning Joanio Lennox was quite new to 
him, and perfectly staggered him for the time. 

If Clinton liad only known it, breaking his neck 
by following the other's lead was not the only risk 
he ran just at that moment. The man by his side, 
of whom ho had been making a confidant, would 
have liked nothing better than to dismount, and fight 
it out there and then — fair play on both sides, and 
no favour. 

But, after all, would it be fair play ? Dacre's eye 
fell on Clinton's arm and shoulder, as they rode 
abreast now, and then he glanced down at his own 
broad chest. The contrast was too great ; and, after 
all, Clinton, in telling him this, had trusted him. 
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and was speaking in good faith towards him at 
least. 

Dacre's decision came at last, slow and steady : 
"You said it wasn^t a question of conscience: I 
think it is — decidedly so. Which of these two girls 
has the first claim on you ? '' 

*' 'Pon my honour I scarcely know,'' said Clinton, 
after a moment's hesitatioii. "Fve said more to 
Jeanie than I'd any business to, I know. But, after 
all, Lucy has the first claini, I suppose.** 

'"Then if you think that, and if you love her, 
and believe that you can make her happy — mind 
that, Meredith — I say, be loyal to the one who trusted 
you first. It's a hard matter to decide ; but I see 
no other way out of it." 

Dacre spoke as though the words were forced 
out of him against his own consent^ and he felt, 
when he had uttered them, somewhai) as a man 
might do who had been compeUed to sign his 
own death-warrant- 
Clinton acquiesced on the instant. Dacre's 
stronger nature had for the time taken a firm grasp 
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of his own, and he accepted the other man's deci- 
sion without hesitation. 

" There'll be some unpleasantness about it, either 
way," he remarked. " But Lucy certainly has' the 
greatest right, and I'll go by what you say, Dacre. . 
Here's the turning to Prior's house. Good-night, 
old fellow, and thanks for your good counsel." 

Dacre simply answered, " Good-night," and rode 
on. The iron hand with which he had been con- 
trolling himself relaxed, and he was breathing in 
quick gasps, with his bright brown eyes on fire. 

He had ridden a mile or two before they began to 
cool, and then he suddenly exclaimed aloud, '' It 
was a hard matter ; but, anyhow, I have been enabled 
to deliver my soul." 

The consequence of the conversation just related 
was that when Lucy walked into the dining-room at 
Maungarewa, after her ride home, the first object 
her eyes encountered was the figure of Clinton 
Meredith, seated in an easy chair near the window, 
with the light of the dying sun turning his fair hair 
and silky moustache to gold. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



A QUESTION. 



If 70U love her best, speak ont like a man." 



Lucy .recoiled for a moment with an exclamation of sur- 
prise. Her next thought was, that in the whole course 
of her acquaintance with Clinton she had never seen 
him look h^erndsoDaer than he did then. The beau- 
tiful outlines of his face and head stood out magnifi- 
cently against the shadow gathering behind him in 
the comer of the room. Lucy took note of it all, 
with a curious sensation of wonder and perplexity 
as she did, so. She had begun to leam the rudi- 
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ments of a great lesson — to perceive dimly at last tliat 
" all that glitters is not gold/' 

Clinton had been expecting her for some time^ 
and for his part was not in the least surprised or 
embarrassed. He rose to meet her with his asual 
air of caressing deference. 

He was apt occasionally to treat Jeanie with a 
little soft-spoken condescension ; but Lucy, he had 
long since discovered, was a girl of a different 
calibre, and he liked her the better for it. 

Now, when he came forward to welcome her, how- 
ever, he felt at once a change in her manner towards 
him. She held out her hand, but drew back a little 
at the same time, keeping him -at arm's length ; and 
when he took to caressing the little hand, that too 
deserted him, and Lucy turned away. 

^^Is anything the matter?'' Clinton asked in- 
voluntarily. 

^' No," she answered quietly ; '^ but I want to 
speak to you, please. Sit down again, Clinton — 
you looked very comfortable when I came in — and 
I'll warm my hands." 
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The lamp was standing upon the table, but it 
was not yet lit; it was scarcely dusk enough for 
that. The sun still touched the posts of the 
verandah with his last rays, and outside the sky 
was all one splendour of red and gold. 

Lucy knelt down on the rug before the fire, and, 
taking off her riding-gloves, held out her hands to 
the glowing wood embers in the grate, but in an 
absent fashion, and with a strangely sober face. 

'^ Something is up ! ^' thought Meredith as he 
watched her. 

When she turned towards him, still gravely, and 
asked, '^ Clinton, how long is it since you were at 
Deepdene?'' his countenance fell. 

Lucy noticed it, and, without waiting for an answer 
to the first question, she went on : — " She's very 
pretty, isn't she, Clinton ? And I suppose it was 
natural?'' 

Clinton turned scarlet. '^ What on earth have 
you got into your silly little head now ? " he asked, 
with the poorest assumption possible of unconscious- 
ness. 
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•■ Y;u k:i:w -srha: I mean." Lucr answered, look- 
insr ar Lin srctadilv wiih eves which he was accns- 
romeii :o sev s-ift and smiling, but which were now 
very grave. " Din't try to keep it from me any 
longer, Clinrin. I — I — don't like it. I dare say 
you coul'ln'"t help earing most for Jeanie; but I 
wish vou'd told me so honestlv." 

'■' I don't care most for Jeanie/' he said, repeating 
her words, and all the more bent upon following 
Dacre's counsel, now that he began to have a £Eiint 
inkling the decision might not be so completely 
in his own power as he had imagined. 

'^ You are equivocating ! " Lucy returned, but still 
quietly. " You must see, Clinton, that I have found 
out the truth. Why do you try to deceive me 
still?'' 

'^ I'm not equivocating, or trying to deceive you," 
he said rather sulkily. " Perhaps in your turn you'll 
tell me what you've found out, or fency you've 
found out, at all events ?" 

He thought that he was conducting the matter 
with a masterly diplomacy. Once he could persuade 
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her to bring any specific charge against him, he 
could deny everything, and assume an injured role. 

But he was not prepared for Lucy's reply. 

'^Mrs. Lennox told me all about it,'' she said; 
'^ and now, Clinton, I won't blame you . . . I'll try 
not to say another sharp word — ^if you will answer 
me one question in all honesty," 

''What is it?" 

'^ Honestly and truly, then, Clinton." 

''Well, if I answer at all, of course it will be 
honestly," he replied, with an air of injured inno- 



cence. 



Do you think that Jeanie Lennox — on your 
honour, mind — cares for you or not? I want the 
plain truth, and what you tell me I shall believe." 

Clinton hesitated. She was so intensely in earnest, 
that she was forcing him to be the same ; and be- 
sides, in this case, the truth was flattering, and 
Clinton's ready vanity came into play at once. 

" I believe she does," he said at last. " There, now 
— that's honest. And remember, you would have it." 

Lucy drew a long breath and was silent. Instea 
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of the rose-flushed clouds outside, on which her 
look was fixed, she saw, curiously blended together^ 
Effie^s dying eyes imploring her to take care of 
Jeauie; and again Jeanie's lovely round face^ with 
the pathetic child-like expression it always assumed 
when she was thwarted, and with her beautiful blue 
eyes swimming in tears. 

At last she spoke again, very slowly, and pausing 
between every few words. 

" One of us two will have to give up,^' she said. 
^^ And I expect it will have to be 



me.'' 



This was not at all what Clinton desired. He had 
resolved magnanimously to give up pretty Jeanie 
for Lucy's sake, and lo ! his magnanimity was 
finding itself without ground to stand upon. 

"No such thing," he exclaimed vehemently. 
^* Jeanie won't break her heart — and if she tg a bit 
cut up, why it's chiefly her own fault. She en- 
couraged me to the end : I give you my word for 
that. But as for me, I shall do as I choose ; and I 
choose . . . 2/ou, Lucy." 
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She sprang to her feet, and turned on him almost 
fiercely. 

^' Don't try to lay the blame on her, whatever you 
do/' she said. " It's bad enough without that, 
Clinton.'^ 

Clinton was betrayed into an involuntary expres- 
sion of admiration. 

" 'Pon my honour/' he said, ^^ Jeanie's pretty, but 
her face can't light np like that — nor her eyes look 
so ! I swear, Lucy, I^d rather have you than a 
dozen Jeanies \" 

As she stood before him,, panting, with wrath in 
her face, a shadow came between her and the rose 
glory in the sky in fronts It was a man passing 
through the verandah towards the door of the 
house, and Lucy recognized him in a moment. 

The next instant she threw open one of the long 
-windows of the dining-room, saying, **^ Enter, Doctor 
Dacre, you are 'most welcome." 

Dacre came in. 

He had come in accordance with an invitation 
pressed upon him by Mr. Cunningham, who had taken 
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a great fancy to him at first sight. He entered, to 
find Lucy standing in one corner of the room, and 
Clinton in another, both flushed and excited. 
Between them lay one of Lucy^s riding gauntlets, 
lying where she had accidentally dropped it, but 
looking like a gage of battle. 

The first thing Dacre did was to stoop and take 
up the glove. 

He saw that something was the matter, and, 
knowing half, he guessed the rest. If the picking 
up of that glove had involved the acceptance of a 
veritable challenge, he could not have placed himself 
more decidedly by Lucy^s side, or looked more 
ready to do battle on her behalf against all 
comers. 

Lucy, on her part, felt vaguely that here was a 
friend, and one who would take her part whenever 
called upon, for which she owed him some grati- 
tude. 

Clinton, on the instant, experienced a sensation of 
the wildest jealousy, and knew at the same time 
that Lucy was lost to him for ever. 
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Truly at that moment both Lucy and Jeanie 
were revenged. 

And this was the situation of all parties when Mr. 
Cunningham came into the room. 



N 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 



Clinton's first love. 



Mr. Cunningham came in, fortunately, in higli 
spirits, and very cordial to both his guests. 
It was well he was disposed to be so sociable, for 
Lucy^s conversational powers had entirely deserted 
her, and Clinton scarcely spoke a word. 

Dacre, however, threw himself into the breach. 
He took the seat at dinner next ty Lucy, and con- 
L-rived to cover her silence so dexterously by his own 
remarks, that her father never even noticed it, and 
tlie girl was more grateful to him than ever. 

She thought, while he was speaking, that she had 
never before noticed the really remarkable beauty 
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of his eyes. They were not soft eyes like Clinton's, 
but generally bright, keen, and rather sad. Still 
they could deepen into softness, which was the more 
attractive, perhaps, from its rarity. They were, 
however, eyes gifted with the ability of expressing 
themselves; what they meant they could say, 
and say distinctly and forcibly. Therefore they 
possessed that higher order of beauty which is not 
form or colour, and which outlasts, outrivals both. 

When Dacre rose to go — for he could not be per- 
suaded to stay the night — ^his host pressed him 
eagerly to come soon again. 

'^ Come as often as you can, Dacre,'' Mr. Cunning- 
ham said. '^ You will be always welcome, won't he, 
Lucy?'' 

'' Yes," returned Lucy, with one of her brightest 
smiles. And Dacre knew from her face that she 
was aware of how he had taken her part that evening, 
and he felt more than rewarded. 

Then she turned to Clinton, offering him her 
hand, and lowering her voice a little as she spoke. 

" Good-night," she said, ^^ and good-bye ! I am 

N 2 
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sorry I spoko crossly. I shall tell papa and Lonis it 
was all my fault ; so you need not mind about tliat^ 
Mr. Meredith/^ 

She had called him " Clinton ^^ for the last time, 
and he knew it. 

He answered her in the same tone : " That is 
good of you, and I thank you for it, Lucy. I 
shan^t call you that again, so never mind. I sup- 
pose it must be Jeanie ; but it never would have been 
either of you if I hadn^t seen the marriage of the 
only girl I ever really loved in the TiineSy the day 
we spoke the ' Flying Foam.^'* 

The words were so bitter that she did not at first 
believe they were true. She thought that Clinton 
was revenging himself on her thus. 

But he went out, saying to himself, ^^ Oh, Mary 
Lindsay ! Mary Lindsay ! Why did you let me 
think you loved me, and then marry in three weeks 
after I had sailed ? If I have been fickle and dis- 
honest since, it is all your fault, and with you lies 
the blame.^' 

Clinton's boyish love, Mary Lindsay, will never 
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enter this stoiy. But what he had said to Lucy was 
almost the truth. Ho had loved his pretty coquettish 
little cousin who lived at Madeira, but whom he had 
seen a great deal of during a visit of hers to Eng- 
land, as much as it was in his nature to love any 
earthly thing. 

He had never thought of Lucy Cunningham ex- 
cept as a lively, agreeable girl, whose society, 'pour 
jpasser le temps, was invaluable on board ship, until 
the day he saw Mary^s marriage in the Times. Then 
pride and wounded vanity were sore within him, and 
half from pique, half from genuine admiration for 
Lucy, he soon found himself making love to her in 
earnest — ^in earnest, at least, as far as Clinton 
understood the words. 

But though he had not been engaged to Lucy for 
a month before he had recognized her superiority to 
his boyish idol, he did not love her as he had done 
Mary, Lucy did not struggle for admiration, did 
not talk and act for eflfect, like Mary had done ; but 
still in Clinton^s heart her image stood alone, distinct 
from all the other women whom he might admire, 



1 82 Over the Hills, atid Far Away. 

and whose' favour he might still be eager to win, on 
his way through life. 

Lucy did not know all this. How should she ? 
If she had, she would not have tried to help on 
Clinton's engagement to Jeanie as she did. 

But she estimated herself at too low a value; 
and she did not believe that Clinton could be at 
heart indifferent to Jeanie. ^^ And if he loves her, 
she wiU be happy with him,'' Lucy thought. " It 
was because I had not the power of gaining his love 
that he proved unfaithful to me." 

Her reasoning, though false, was not devoid of the 
grace of humility after all. 

So she used her influence with Mr. and Mrs. 
Lennox in Clinton's behalf, and pacified her father 
and Louis, who never heard a correct version of what 
had passed. They knew, in fact, much less of it than 
Dacre did. 

But Mr. Cunningham had never liked Clinton, or 
been much in favour of bestowing his daughter 
upon him, and he was not sorry that, a^ he fancied, 
some childish dispute had arisen between them. 
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which had terminated in the dissolution of their 
engagement. 

Clinton, for his part, wa« in no great hurry to 
bind himself afresh. He gave himself a month to 
think it over, and try how he liked his freedom. In 
all that time he never once went near poor Jeanie. 
But at last, one j&ne day, he dressed himself carefully, 
and with the pleasing consciousness that he was 
looking his best, set oflf for Deepdene. 

He found every one out but the maid, who opened 
the door to him, and who was as fully persuaded as her 
mistress of the purport of his former frequent visits. 
She therefore volunteered the information that ^^Miss 
Jeanie was somewhere about. Perhaps she had gone 
up the gully, or perhaps she was in the orchard.^^ 

Clinton set oflf at once up the gully, hoping to 
find her there. But there was no sign of her at all 
to be discovered. He went on, however, until at 
last he reached the great stone, the scene of former 
meetings and flirtations, sweet, because stolen. 

The sight stung him with an odd feeling of lost 
time. He had been with Jeanie there, and many 
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times afterwards, when he might have been with 
Lucy. 

Now he could see Jeanie whenever he chose^ but 
lie could never have Lucy for a companion again. 
He felt as if he had better have made the most of 
her while it lay in his power. 

He set oflf again, with this thought still in his 
mind, and did not lose it until he had closed the 
little gate which opened on to the gully behind him. 
'Jlien he considered what he had better do next. 
Maggie had said something about the orchard, and 
there at all events he determined to look for Miss 
Lennox next. 

He did so, and was rewarded by a glimpse of the 
black skirt of Jeanie's dress between the boughs of 
a large apple-tree. 

He walked round, and there she was, holding up 
with one hand her little holland apron full of fruit, 
with a great basket, nearly filled with apples, on the 
ground beside her. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



THE ^'beauty op KENT/' 



When Jeanie saw him, she gave a start and a 
little eiy, and let her apron fall, so that all the 
apples it contained rolled on to the ground. 

Clinton picked up one — an immense ^^ Beauty of 
Kent/' at his feet, and walked up to her, still hold- 
ing it in his hand. 

^^ I am afraid I startled you,'' he said. 

^^ Oh, no ! " returned Jeanie. ^^ But I — I did not 
expect to see you." 

The loveliest rosy bloom had risen into her little 
round cheeks, but she drew herself up with a pretty 
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assumption of dignity, and turned slightly away 
from him. 

The poor child was trying hard to be cold^ and to 
keep him at a distance. She had not seen Clinton 
for some time, and had been imagining herself 
deserted. Twenty times a day she had resolved that 
if he came again she would give him duch a lesson. 

And now, here he was, as handsome a« ever, and 
she knew she was looking pleased to see him. For 
a moment or two she could scarcely prevent herself 
from crying in her vexation. 

" It seems very jolly here,^^ said Clinton, '' Pm 
glad I found you. Shall we sit down ?" 

Jeanie made no answer to this, but she seated 
herself immediately. Between shyness and self- 
consciousness, if he had proposed to her to climb 
one of the apple-trees, and sit with him among the 
branches, she would scarcely have found words to 
refuse. 

Clinton sat down by her side, still nursing his 
^' Beauty of Kent,^^ and began by remarking that it 
was a long time since he had seen her. 
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Very long,^^ said Jeanie in reply, with an em- 
phasis which came very near to being a sob. 

^' It shall never be so long again,^' went on Clinton 
pointedly ; "at least if you don^t forbid me to come ^' 
he added. 

All of a sndden, from something in his manner 
and the tone of his voice, it flashed npon Jeanie 
what was coming. She blushed rosier than ever, 
and down came the great tears in good earnest. 

After this it was all fair sailing. Clinton had only 
to put down his great yellow apple, ask her what 
was the matter, and kiss away her tears. 

Jeanie^s poor httle attempt at dignity had gone to 
the winds. 

'^ I — I — thought you were never coming again,^^ 
she said. 

'^ But you see l^m here,^^ returned Clinton. 
'^ Tour slave — at your feet.^' 

He never gave her any further explanation of his 
absence, and, ha\'ing got him back again, she was 
quite satisfied. 

Once, just once, he could not help remembering 
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the companion-stairs of an emigrant ship^ on a certain 
rainy evening in the tropics, and some one very 
different to the present some one, who had been 
beside him then. But the thought passed^ and 
Joanie's blue eyes, looking up into his with perfect 
innocence and truthfulness, never detected it at all. 

Very soon Clinton was peeling Ribston pippins for 
them both, and the whole thing was finally settled 
between them, subject of course to the approval of 
Jeanie^s parents, which, however, she had no fear 
would be withheld. 

She was as happy as possible, looking up to 
Clinton in everything, and taking for granted that 
all he did and said must be right. Clinton was a 
very poor hero, but he was a hero to Jeanie after 
all. 

" She darkly felt him great and wise, 
She dwelt on him with faithful eyes. 
I cannot understand — I love." 

It was the simplicity of the worshipper that 
formed the pedestal for the idol. 

The engagement of Miss Lennox to Mr. Meredith 
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was soon made public, and very soon the whole 
district had discussed it. 

It was universally considered that such a hand- 
some couple were well matched. The world does 
not comprehend the proverb Lucy had just been 
learning by heart ; it takes everything that glitters ' 
for the precious metal. 

But just about this time, one of Clinton^s uncles 
,died at home, and Clinton, as he expected, found 
himself the owner of a very comfortable sum to 
invest as he might find most advantageous. The 
match had become a very good one for Jeanie, in a 
worldly point of view, and it was settled that her 
marriage should take place in about six weeks — that 
is, in the early spring. 

Lucy received this piece of news one day when 
she had ridden over to Deepdene to keep Mrs. 
Lennox and Jeanie company during the absence of 
the head of the family. Mr. Lennox, Mr. Cunning- 
ham, Louis, and Clinton had all journeyed into^the 
next province to attend a great Agricultural Show, 
and they were not expected home for several days. 



igo Over the Hills, and Far Away. 



Jeanie, for the first part of the evening after 
Lucy's arrival, was iu the highest possible spirits. 
She had already thought over and settled her 
complete wedding toilet, down to the most minute 
items. 

'^ A veil, of course, you know, dear,^' she said to 
Lucy, "and some orange blossom in my hair. I 
think my dress shall be white silk, with the tunic 
looped so — won't it look lovely? And you, you 
know, Lucy, must be one of my bridesmaids. Would 
you rather wear white and blue, or white and pink?'' 

" I am not going to be a bridesmaid at all,'' said 
Lucy, shaking her head. 

" Oh, you cross darling, why not ? " inquired 
Jeanie anxiously. 

Lucy, having no answer ready, only said, ''Wait 
and see," and Jeanie's mind was so full of a pearl set, 
which Clinton was going to have out for her from 
home, that she forgot to insist upon a more explicit 
reply. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



LUCY^S EIDE. 



Jeanie could not eat any dinner that nighty but she 
chattered incessantly, and looked lovely with pink- 
flushed cheeks, and eyes even brighter than usual. 
When dinner was over she went to the piano, but 
she could not sing ; her throat was sore, she said. 
At last she sat down at Lucy^s feet, laid her 
little yellow head on Lucy^s lap, and subsided into 
silence. 

'^ How hot her hand is ! ^^ said Lucy to Mrs. 
Iiennox. " Jeanie, are you ill V^ 

''Yes, I think I am,^^ said Jeanie, sitting up sud- 
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Lucy soon saw that the decision of what to do, 
and how to do it, would rest entirely with her; 
and Jeanie^s illness was increasing with alarming 
rapidity. 

^'Don^t be so uneasy, dear Mrs. Lennox/^ she 
said at last. ^' But tell me at once, please, where is 
the nearest place that I can get a doctor.^^ 

Mrs. Lennox endeavoured to think. There were 
two doctors at the nearest town, but it was many 
miles away. All at once she remembered having 
heard that one of the doctors, reputed to be among 
the most skilful in the colony, was staying that very 
week with a friend on a large farm only about half 
as distant from Deepdene as was the town. 

Lucy's face cleared up immediately on hearing 
this announcement. 

'^ Now, Mrs. Lennox,^' she said, ^^ you needn't fret 
any more. I shall have Doctor Thompson here in no 
time.'' 

''Ton?" said Mrs. Lennox in amazement; so 
astonished, in fact, that she immediately wiped away 
her tears. 
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" But it's over the hills ! Yoa never could find 
your way there, my dear/' 

" Yes, I can ; and I shall, too ! '* retnmed Lucy. 
'^ Robin Hood is just outside in the paddock, and I 
can catch him in no time. Come, Mrs. Lennox, 
don't cry any more, but help me to be off as fast as 
possible/^ 

She ran out of the room to slip on her habit and 
hat as she spoke. 

Mrs. Lennox followed her with some reluctance. 
She felt as though she were scarcely doing right in 
allowing her young guest to set off on such an 
adventurous expedition. Under ordinary circum- 
stances it would not of course have been allowable 
for a moment; but Jeanie^s serious illness seemed 
to drown all lesser considerations, and people in the 
I'olonies must be prepared to put their shoulder to 
the wheel on an emergency. 

81u> followed Lucy out into the paddock, only 
stopping to take down her hoUand sun-bonnet on 
tlu^ way. After all, the poor little lady was only too 
i^lrtd to have some one to think for her in this 
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dilemma. It was her nature, like her daughter, to 
rely implicitly on the guidance of a clearer head 
than her own ; and in this case Lucy^s promptness 
of action scarcely gave her room to remonstrate, and 
in fact perfectly bewildered her. 

Still she knew, and the knowledge troubled her^ 
that had the cases been reversed, not even for 
Lucy^s sake would she have allowed her daughter 
to start upon such a lonely expedition. 

When Lucy had caught Eobin, and was ready^ 
she went softly into Jeanie^s room to have one look 
at her before starting. The girhsh face, flushed 
with fever, was turned towards her as she opened 
the door; but Jeanie^s eyes were closed, and she 
was either asleep or only half conscious. Her satin 
hair, scarcely ruffled even then, was glistening in a 
radiant heap upon the pillow, just as she had swept 
it backwards from her face,, and both her pretty 
white hands were thrown restlessly outside the quilt 
of the bed. 

Lucy drew back very quietly, without speaking to 
her^ and closed the door again. 

o 2. 
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On the toilet-table she had noticed a box of 
flowers and ribbons, which Jeanie had been trying 
on the day before. The thought of all her happy 
talk of the future — her plans for wedding- veils, and 
pearls, and white silk dresses — smote Lucy with a 
sudden pang. If Clinton only knew what was hap- 
pening in his absence ! 

The thought sent her out of the room, and down 
to the garden-gate, where Mrs. Lennox was holding 
Robin, with double alacrity if possible. 

When she had mounted she stooped down, and, 
taking Mrs. Lennox's hand for a moment in he 
own, bade her keep up her courage and not fret. 

^' Perhaps Jeanie will sleep till I get back,'* she 
said ; '^ and Fll do my very best to send you advice 
before long/^ 

Then she forced herself to smile quite bravely, and 
rode away, leaving Mrs. Lennox, somewhat com- 
forted, to wait for the results of her expedition. 

As long as Lucy was on the plain she rode fitst. 
Had her route lain entirely over this long yellow 
sea it would indeed have been easy; but after a 
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few miles she was obliged to turn off on to the 
hiUs. 

Here^ though her will was equally good, she was of 
necessity obliged to proceed more slowly, and with 
greater caution. Still, in spite of this, she was gain- 
ing ground very satisfactorily. She knew she was 
proceeding in the right direction, although she was 
afraid her want of knowledge of the country might 
add a few miles on to her course— one tussac- 
covered hill and gully are so very like all other 
tussac-covered hills and gullies to an inexperienced 
eye. 

She remembered now that on her way she must 
pass near to Louis' station among the hills. Had he 
been at home she would have ridden there imme- 
diately; but he had gone with his father to the 
Agricultural Show, and to ride to the station, on 
the chance of finding some one there who knew the 
country, and could do her errand, would be a waste 
of time not for one moment to be thought of. 

At last, skirting the base of a hill, which hid from 
her, within a few yards, the faint track along which 
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her course lav, Lucv was startled bv a " cooee '' firom 
some one, not far from her, but hidden from her 
siorht bv the hill-side. 

The next instant there passed her a riderlees 
horse with a ladr's saddle on its back, and when the 
'' cooee '' was repeated she recognized, in the clear 
ringing tone, a woman's voice. 

She shouted in reply, and the next instant she 
came in view of a lady in a riding habit, sitting on 
the ground before her, with her hat lying at some 
little distance, and one great heavy coil of black hair 
falling over her shoulder. 

'^^Vhat is the matter ?'' inquired Lucy, riding up 
to her, and recognizing, with a start, her old ship- 
mate, Mrs. Keith. " Are you hurt ^," 

Mrs. Keith, as she sat, looked up at Lucy with 
her great grey eyes, dilated with pain. 

'^ It's my ankle,'' she said. " The creek looked 
so soft and boggy, I got off to lead my horse, 
and somehow I've sprained my ankle. It's very 
bad." 

She turned, if possible, a shade whiter even f^lift-n 
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before, dropped down upon her side, and appeared, 
to Lucy^s horrified eyes, to faint quite away. 

Lucy dismounted in a moment, fastened Robin 
Hood^s bridle, as well as she could, to a flax-plant 
near by, and ran to the creek for some water. She 
had nothing to carry it in except the palms of her 
hands j however, the few drops she managed to bring 
back revived Mrs. Keith, who was, in fact, in too 
much pain to remain long insensible. 

When she sat up again, after her brief uncon- 
sciousness, her first action was an apparently invo- 
luntary movement of her hand towards her throat, 
covered as usual by a broad band of black velvet. 

Lucy mistook the gesture. '^ Shall I unfasten it 
for you?^^ she asked. ^^ Perhaps then you would 
feel better V 

*^No,^^ returned Mrs. Keith promptly. Then, as 
though to atone for her somewhat ungracious refusal, 
she added, ^^ I always wear it. It hides a scar. I 
was once bitten there by a dog, and the mark is an 
unsightly one.^' 

Evidently she was sensitive on the subject ; and 
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after this confession, uttered with manifest reluc- 
tance, she paused a moment. Then she added, 
"What shall we do now V* 

" Shall I try to catch your horse V^ asked Lucy. 

" I don^t think you can," returned the other, 
doubtfully. "Is there no house anywhere near 
here?'' 

"Yes, there is a station of my father's,^' said 
Lucy. "I think I had better help you on to my 
horse, and we will go there. They can send some 
one after yours, and then I shall lose no time in 
trying to catch it, for I have no time to waste 
to-day.'' 

"That will be much the best plan, certainly," 
answered Mrs. Keith, " if I can only mount." 

She gathered up her long hair in readiness for the 
attempt, and Lucy fetched her her hat. 

Eobin was unfastened, and stood quietly with his 
mouth full of grass, while Mrs. Keith managed with 
some difficulty to scramble into the saddle. Then 
they set oflF, Lucy holding up her habit with one 
hand, and with the other leading the horse. 
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They had not far to go, fortunately, and soon saw 
the station lying before them, at the entrance to a 
rather wide gully. 

A respectable-looking elderly woman, Louis' 
housekeeper, came to the door to receive them. 
She was full of pity for Mrs. Keith's sprained ankle, 
and promised to send her husband,, as soon as he 
came home to his dinner, in search of the runaway 
horse. 

Louis' sitting-room was a cheerfal, sunny room, 
and a regular bachelor's sanctum. A rifle and a 
revolver hung on one waU ; a pair of spurs dangled 
beneath them ; on a small table lay a pile of news- 
papers, smelling frightfully of tobacco ; nor were 
stock-whips and boxing-gloves wanting. 

On each side, of the fireplace was a shelf of hand- 
somely-bound volumes — Kingsley in blue, Macaulay 
in brown, Thackeray and Dickens in red, and a com- 
plete set of the '^ Cornhill Magazine " in handsome 
bindings. In the centre of the mantelpiece, under a 
glass shade, was a Parian copy of the lovely bust of 
Clytie. It contrasted oddly and rather piquantly 
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with some of its surroundings, but it gave the room 
an air of refinement which, but for that and the 
books and one other thing, would have 'been com- 
pletely wanting to it. 

The other noticeable object was a picture. It 
hung just over Clytie in the centre of the wall above 
the fireplace — an oil painting without a frame. 
It was not particularly well painted, and was only 
half finished, the background being all cloudy daabs 
of paint ; but out of the obscurity stood a head — a 
woman^s head, pale and dark — and the picture had a 
strange kind of fascination about it, because without 
title or motto the artist had contrived to make the 
face suggest a story, the details of which each 
imagination could supply for itself. 

The great passionate eyes, the handsome scornful 
mouth, the slightly-worn white cheeks, brought out 
effectively by thick masses of dead-black hair, all 
combined to make a decided impression upon 
Lucy. 

She was first oddly reminded of the poem she hcid 
been reading the night before, — 
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" We were two sisters of one race — 
She was the fairest in the face ; 

Oh, the evil was fair to see !" 



(( 



Just the heroine for a story like that/^ Lucy 
thought ; and then she half started, for it suddenly 
flashed upon her, as she was helping Mrs. Keith to 
limp across the room to the sofa, that the picture 
was not unlike that lady herself— bore, in fact, a 
decided resemblance to her. 

The mysterious painted head was really very like 
that of this equally mysterious lady. 

"A mere coincidence, of course,^' she thought, 
'^ but an odd one ; for if this Mrs. Keith were ever 
to break her heart and grow utterly desperate, she 
would be the living duplicate of the picture on the 
wall. Who painted it, I wonder ? And wherever 
did Louis meet with it ?" 

But Lucy had no time to waste in conjectures. 
Now that the first emergency was over, she was in 
haste to set out again on her way. 

Mrs. Keith was seated on the sofa in comparative 
comfort, and was looking round her composedly. 



204 Over the Hills, and Far Away. 

taking note of everything. She gazed so steadfly 
at the face above the mantelpiece, that Lucy won- 
dered if she detected the resemblance to herself. 
But she made no comment upon that or anything 
else, and received Lucy's explanation of whither she 
was going, also silently. 

" Good-bye,'^ said Lucy, holding out her hand. 

The other took it, hesitated a moment, and then 
asked, ^^Will your brother be likely to return 
to-night?'' 

" I do not think so," returned Lucy. ^^ He is not 
expected home until the end of the week." 

" Then if my ankle continues painful, may I take 
the liberty of remaining here for the night?" 
inquired Mrs. Keith. 

"Certainly," said Lucy, "I can answer for my 
brother that he will be glad for you to remain until 
you are better; and Mrs. Smith, I am sure, will 
make you as comfortable as she can." 

"Thank you," and she dropped Lucy's hand 
which she had held during this short dialogue. 

Then suddenly she smiled — almost the first smile 



Ltccys Ride. 205 



Lucy had ever seen upon her face — and repeated 
'^ Thank you. You have been very kind to me. I 
wish you good speed/' 

Lucy flew to the garden gate, mounted Robin 
Hood in hot haste, and set off again at full speed. 

But all this had lost some time. Worse than 
that, it had taken Lucy out of the direct line of her 
course, and in trying to regain it she made a wrong 
turn, missed the gully she ought to have traversed, 
and went up the one she ought not to have done. 

The day was passing by rapidly; her watch told 
her that, also the sun, and her own growing fatigue, 
and at last it dawned upon her that she had mistaken 
her way. 

Lucy had a brave heart ; a proof of that was that 
she was there at all. She braced herself up from 
the involuntary fit of terror which overcame her at 
the idea of being lost on those desolate hills, and 
endeavoured to set herself right once more. 

Li vain. Robin Hood would canter in any direc- 
tion she pleased, but she had not the slightest idea 
at last whether to turn him to the right or to the 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



DACRE TO THE RESCUE. 



As he came nearer, Lucy thought she recognized 
him. Yes, surely she knew the broad square 
shoulders, the dark beard and moustache, and the 
bright brown eyes, gazing at her with unfeigned 
amazement from under the black felt hat. Of all 
men in the world, the one she would have chosen to 
encounter at that particular moment, had the choice 
been offered to her ; for here was her errand accom- 
plished, and herself delivered at one and the same 
instant. 

She cantered forwards to meet Doctor Dacre, and 
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her evident need of sympathy, would not justify him 
in retaining it any longer. He released her fingers, 
therefore; and when Lucy glanced at him again, she 
saw that he was looking steadily at a tuft of flax, 
with his face a little turned away. 

She began telling him eagerly of Jeanie Lennoxes 
illness and of her own accidental delay from the 
accident to Mrs. Keith^s ankle, and she thought 
that Dacre^s manner grew graver and graver as he 
listened. 

It was certainly with a sigh that he told her he 
would look Mrs. Keith up the next day, but at 
present, of course. Miss Lennoxes condition required 
his first attention ;, and,, wondering a little at the 
sadden coldness of his manner, Lucy found herself 
riding by his side back to Deepdene. The coldness,, 
however, did not last. Caere's manner was almost 
as usual again when he turned towards her and asked 
her if she was not very tired. 

'^ A little,^' she confessed; but it was of no conse- 
quence. She was anxious to get back to Jeanie. 

^^She is thinking, more of her friend^s comfort 

B 
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tliat^ even to sit down, until she heard his step in 
the hall. 

He caught the appeal in her eyes as he came in, 
and smiled. ^'Miss Lennoxes attack is not dan- 
gerous/' he said. ^' Set your mind at rest ; she will 
be better to-morrow.^' 

The reaction from the anxiety she had been suf- 
fering was so great that the light grew dim and the 
room seemed to Lucy to swim round for a moment. 
She had followed Mrs. Keith^s example that morning, 
and fainted quite away. 

It seemed only a minute to her before she opened 
her eyes to find Dacre bathing her temples with 
water, and Mrs. Lennox by her side, in agonies of 
remorse and commiseration. * 

** It is all my fault,^^ she said, " That long ride 
has half killed her, poor dear V* 

^' You didn't tell me I was to have two patients 
instead of one,'' said Dacre, as he saw her growing 
more like herself. 

''And you won't have," she retorted. ^^ You haven't 
caaght me for a patient yet, don't flatter yourself. 

p 2 
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Don^t pity me, Mrs. Lennox; I am all right again 
now/^ 

Dacre was smiling to himself at that moment in & 
manner which reassured Mrs. Lennox more than 
anything else ; but no one had the least idea that hy 
means of the tiny penknife attached to his watch- 
guard he had secured the identical round curl from 
Lucy^s head which he had set his heart on ever since 
she had once offered it to him in a dream, — a very 
boyish freak, and one quite unworthy of him, but 
which gave him some moments of happiness never- 
theless. 

It occurred to Mrs. Lennox suddenly that both 
her guests must be half starved. 

" It is indeed lucky ,^' she said, " that the dinner 
is just ready. I was afraid it would not have been, 
because the stove's got out of order — it always does 
when Mr. Lennox is away — and the leg of mutton 
wouldnH roast properly ; but I think everything is 
ready at last." 

She led the way to the dining-room, where a most 
comfortable repast was found to be awaiting them. 
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To the two poor wanderers coming in out of the 
cold and darkness^ the fire and light and food were 
truly inviting. 

Besides the leg of mutton, which had condescended 
to allow itself at last to be thoroughly done, there 
were bruised pokekhas, with plenty of bread sauce. 
They are excellent eating prepared in this manner ; 
and some people prefer ka-kas, served on toast, to 
English pigeons. 

Lest my story should be pronounced too colonial in 
its language to be intelligible, I had perhaps better 
explain that pokekhas are swamp hens, and ka-kas 
charming little grey parrots, with a few rosy feathers 
beneath the wings ; but neither delicacy is always to 
be procured in the New Zealand of to-day. 

Who should drop in, while they were at dinner, 
but Arthur Winstanley. They made him join them, 
of course, immediately, with the ready hospitality of 
the colonies ; and Lucy was really glad to see him, 
for with her he was rather a favourite. 

When she told him of her expedition that day, he 
regretted with real earnestness that he had not come 
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say, Winstanley, you won^t mind my telling you 
now, that I remember you perfectly. We won^t 
say anything more about it, but let bygones be by- 
gones ; but of course I always saw that you were a 
gentleman, and I never really believed that your 
name was Smith/^ 

A faint tinge of colour came out on Arthur^s cheek. 
''I should prefer to say no more about it,'^ he 
replied, with a glance at Lucy. 

*' All right ! '^ returned Dacre ; and the subject 
dropped at once. 

But Lucy, being of course devoured by feminine 
curiosity, attacked Dacre on the subject the very 
first time that Arthur Winstanley was out of the 
room. 

"It is not much to tell,'* Dacre said. "Win- 
stanley was one of the troopers in the regiment to 
which I was surgeon. He called himself John 
Smith. I suppose he had got into trouble of some 
sort, and enlisted. When I saw him first at the 
concert, the other night, I felt sure I recollected 
bim, but I could not recall under what name/' 
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CHAPTER XXn. 



THE FIRST TIME. 



Doctor Dacbe was right. The next day Jeanie was 
better, and all seemed in a fair way to go on com- 
fortably once more. 

Dacre got his horse, and disappeared soon after 
breakfast. Lucy fancied that he had gone, as he 
said he would the day before, to see how Mrs. 
Keith^s injured foot was progressing; and in this 
conjecture she was quite right. 

" What on earth can have brought Laura into this 
part of the country V^ he muttered to himself as he 
mounted and rode away. " Her brother^s station is 
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eighty miles away. She was at that concert with 
him and her sister, and I suppose she has been 
living with them since she landed/^ 

His thoughts did not dwell upon her long, how- 
ever, nor did he trouble himself to ride at all 
quickly in the direction where he expected to find 
her. He let the reins fall on his horse^s neck, and, 
taking out his pocket-book, extracted from its 
deepest, safest comer a small round lock of hair, 
which he held up in the sunlight, while he wondered 
to himself if Lucy had yet missed it, and, supposing 
that she did, if she would for one moment suspect 
where it had gone. 

At last, not far from the same part of the track 
where Lucy had the day before encountered Mrs. 
Keith^s horse, that is, where the path took a sudden 
turn, he roused himself ifrom his musings, gathered 
up his rein, and cantered round the curve of the hill. 
This brought him out face to face with another 
rider — a figure well known to him. 

" Laura herself ! ^^ exclaimed Dacre. 

She was riding very slowly, and without a stirrup. 



2 1 8 Over tJie Hills, and Far Away. 

as her sprained foot would not yet bear it. Her 
riding-habit was blacky and she wore a black felt 
hat, with a large curled black feather ; nothing re- 
lieved the sombre dress except the pointed linen 
collar beneath the velvet round her neck, her white 
gauntlets, and the bunch of trinkets dangling and 
gUttering at the end of her short gold watch-chain. 
Conspicuous among them were two riogs — one plain^ 
and one set with three turquoises. Altogether she 
looked, in costume and manner, not like the Laura 
of the concert, but like the Mrs. Keith who had 
often paced the deck of the "Flora Macdonald'' on 
a calm moonlight evening. 

Dsicre^s hand went mechanically to his hat as he 
approached her \ but he recollected himself, and the 
salute was never completed. For her part, she took 
no notice of him whatever; it really appeared as 
though she would have passed him within a few 
yards, without the slightest acknowledgment that 
she was aware of his presence, if he had not placed 
himself directly in her way, and stopped her further 
progress. 
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'^ I hear that you have hurt your ankle/^ he said. 
''I was coming to see if the injury was in any 
manner serious." 

" Extraordinary condescension ! " she replied, with 
the utmost scorn in her voice and expression. " Did 
you really suppose you could do any good ?" 

Dacre must have been a good-tempered man, for 
he kept his temper now. 

"I heard that you had sprained your ankle 
too badly to allow of your leaving Mr. Cun- 
ningham^s station," he answered; ^^and, feeling 
sure that it must be unpleasant to you to be depen- 
dent upon the kindness of strangers, I was going to 
endeavour to help you. However disagreeable to 
myself to be brought once more into your society, 
yet conscience ordered me to act towards you as I 
would to any other human being whom I had known 
to be in the same circumstances." 

" Your conscience ! " she said, beneath her breath, 
with intense bitterness. 

Dacre did not appear to, hear. " I will get off and 
examine your foot now," he went on. 
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You will do nothing of the kind," she said 
sharply. 

'^ You refuse to allow me ?" 

'' I do." 

'* Then I have only to say — good morning/* 

He had turned his horse^s head, and was actually 
leaving her as he spoke, but she called him back. 

" Stay a moment !" she said. " Who told you of 
my accident?" 

He hesitated before replying, and suddenly a flush 
of fire rose into Laura's cheeks, and her great eyes 
glowed. 

" I know," she said. '^ It was Miss Cunningliajiu 
Ah ! what a pity it is that my unworthy self stands 
in the way ! " 

She repeated the words twice over, with a fierce 
little laugh of triumph, which made her face for the 
moment an unpleasant one to contemplate. 

Dacre's blood was getting up now. His straight, 
strongly-marked eyebrows contracted, and his 
whole face hardened. It was like the rising of 
a storm. Suddenly he gave a great sigh, and his 
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brows relaxed. " Only a woman,^^ lie said, ^^after 
all ! '^ But oh, the infinite contempt of the words ! 
So might a man have spoken who, driven into a 
moment's fury by an insect's sting, reflects, " Only 
a gnat after all ! Not worth a grain of the passion 
I am wasting on it!'' 

Something, however, in his look, underlying the 
anger and contempt, told Laura that her chance shot 
had gone even nearer to the mark than she expected. 
She pursued the theme, therefore, with a complacency 
that was almost remarkable, and becoming peculiarly 
cabn and sweet in her manner, after the fashion of 
some women when they intend to give utterance to 
anything especially spiteful^ 

A great pity, indeed!" she said once more. 

But, unfortunately,. I fear I am too substantial an 
obstacle to be evaded. Even my late accident is not 
a dangerous one, though upon the whole I think it 
is more prudent not to plsice the case under t/oi^r 
medical care. . . . May I trouble you to give a mes- 
sage from me to Miss Cunningham? Pray tell her 
I am sorry for her sake she came up when she did 
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veaterdav, arjl sh'.»wed me s*d mach attention. Per- 
haps a nisrKr'« erp«"jsare to the weather, and the pain 
of my sprain unrelieved, might have inflicted some 
injur}- upon mv constitution. But try not to mind, 
for perhaps v<jn may have better luck next time !** 

It was all uttertfd in the softest tone and with the 
most charming i?mile in the world. 

As she spoke, one hand was playing with the 
trinkets on her watch-chain, making the two rings 
glitter as they caught the sunlight, and of comse 
attracting Dacre's attention towards them, which 
was perhaps what she intended. 

He waited quietly, and allowed her to say her say 
out. He never attempted to stem the current of the 
bitterness and spite she was displaying. Perhaps 
he knew her of old, and knew that it would be of no 
use. 

At all events, it is but fair to say that all through 
their interview his conduct had shown to great 
advantage by the side of that of the lady — shall we 
still call her so ? — ^whom we have hitherto known as 
Mrs. Keith. 
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At last, when she had relapsed into silence, partly 
from want of breath, Dacre said, ^^ It will be a long 
time before I carry a message from i/ou to Miss 
Cunningham. And perhaps now yon will allow me 
to inquire in my turn — ^What has become of Captain 
RoUo?'^ 

He thought that the taunt would have stung her 
into fury. Strange enough it did not; it rebounded, 
leaving her perfectly cold and calm. The arrow 
seemed in some manner to have missed its 
mark. 

*' Captain Rollo ? ^' she said thoughtfully, and then, 
''I think our interview has now lasted quite long 
enough to annoy us both sufficiently. Let us bring 
it to a close.^' 

''With all my heart,^^ said Dacre. 
Probably we shall not meet again,^' she added. 

My brother, Augusta, and myself are leaving the 
country for England, via Melbourne, in about a 
month. So farewell V^ 

'' Farewell V^ returned Dacre. '' Am I to pay your 
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She hesitated, evidently longing to say "No." 
But the otfer must have been a tempting one, for, 
after u moment's struggle witli herself, she bent her 
head and said '*Tes '' — but not one word of thanks. 

" I will send you a cheque,'* he returned, and 
then they parted — Dacre turning his horse's head 
back to Deepdene. 

Laura pursued her way as before, at a walking 
pace. The horse on which she was mounted was a 
very quiet animal, or with her injured ankle she 
could not have ridden it at all. 

It was a fair, soft, sunny morning in early spring. 
There was nothing to attract her attention in the 
scenery around her. She rode with her eyes on her 
hc»rse's ears, letting the reins drop on his neck, and 
suflFering herself to become engrossed in her own 
thoughts. 

" The money is a good thing," — so her meditations 
ran on — "but the revenge is a better. Have I 
wounded him at last ? After all, I think I grow a 
little weary of this too. I think I am growing tired 
of all things and people — except one. Lucy Cun- 




The First Time. 225 

ningham has a sweet face, I confess, and there 
is something about her which I suppose people 
would call loveable. She was very willing to give 
up her horse to me when I was hurt, and her hands 
were very gentle when she touched my foot. They 
tell me Arthur admires her. What do I care ? 
That does not trouble me at all. What does trouble 
me is, sometimes, old memories, faded ghosts of 
Beatrice long ago, when we were all fresh innocent 
girls together. Beatrice ! . . . Now I suppose in 
England it is night. I wonder if the moon is 
shining on that grave at Brighton V^ 



Q 
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CHAPTER XXni. 

LOUIS LOSES HIS TEMPER AT CROQUET. 

The hill behind Maungarewa was steep, and strewn 
with boulders, as has before been mentioned in the 
course of this story. 

Steep as it was, however, on one hot afternoon in 
the early summer Lucy set forth valiantly to ascend 
to the summit. Halting more than once to rest 
and pant in the great heat, and with a feeling of 
considerable pride in her own exertions, she at last 
found herself at the top. 

From the point where she was standing the road 
by which Maungarewa was usually approached was 
visible to some distance; in fact, two roads were 
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commanded from this position. One of them, the 
longest, but the easiest, skirted the base of the hill, 
and swept round to the house. It was the road par 
excellence. 

The other, a much shorter way, led straight over 
the summit of the hill itself; but it' had the draw- 
back of far rougher ground, and the steep descent. 
It was usually only attempted by masculine riders. 
Mr. Cunningham and Louis invariably approached 
the house this way; so did those of their Mends 
who preferred riding a<5ross country to the beaten 
track. But ladies seldom ventured on it. 

^ At this moment, Lucy, standing quite at the top 
of tiie hUl, leaniug against a huge grey rock, was 
eagerly scanning the road beneath. At last the 
object of her watch became apparent, in the form of 
a couple of riders, a lady and gentleman, advancing 
in the direction of Maungarewa. It was Mr. and 
Mrs. Meredith. 

During the spring Clinton and Jeanie had been 
married. They had been to Auckland for their 
wedding tour, and they had come back and settled 
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down in a composed fashion on sc>id» Iszid which 
('linton lia<l fmrehased^ not rery &r from Maan- 
^iircwa. 

'I'o-duy tlioro was a game of croqnet in prospecti 
find liH it wus a novelty to Jeanie she was wild with 
dcli^liUul anticipation. 

liiicy irniiginod tliat she had dimbed to the 
Hnininit of tlio liill to look oat for her two gaests. 
NcvcirthdlcHH^ after she had discerned their figures 
ijnit(< dintinctly beneath, her eye still turned towards 
tli(^ distant road with an eager, imsatisfied ex- 
pnsssion. 

Ai- last, croHting the spar of a hill far awaji 
appiiarod another horse and rider, following almost 
in tlui ti'uck of the other two, bat at some distance 
behind thom. Lucy saw and smiled. 

Uoaching tlie point where the road branched off 
towards t Iw) hill, Clinton and Jeanie pansed a moment. 
Hvid(uitly they conferred a little, and decided th«t 
it woiiJ<i not do. They presently set oflf again, still 
k(M)ping to the regular path. 

The other rider came up at a canter, and dashed 



Louis loses his Temper at Croquet, 2 29 

off the road and up the hill, almost in a straight 
line to where Lucy was standing. Like the prince 
in the German fairy stories, he was in too great a 
hurry to reach the princess to look what the road 
was made of under his feet; and as the princess 
happened to be watching him at the time, the atten- 
tion was very gratifying to her. 

He did not see her at first, and when he at last 
made out her pale grey dress, almost the colour of 
the rocks themselves, she was just turning to fly 
down the hill on the other side. 

^^ I shall be too late to receive them,^' she said 
to herself, as she darted down the rocky slope as 
fast as the ground would allow her. Neverthe- 
less, Dacre overtook her before she reached the 
house. 

He had become a very frequent visitor at Maun- 
garewa. Mr. Cunningham had taken an immense 
fancy to him, which only increased as time went by. 
Unlimited invitations, and inclination to match, 
brought Dacre to Maungarewa again and again. 

Did he see what he was drifting towards ? At 
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firsts certainly not. He had started with the idea 
that Lucy had cared too mach for Clinton Meredith 
ever to be in any danger from himself^ that for her 
there was no fear^ and that he had only his own 
peace of mind to look to. 

The present was temptingly sweet ; pain must fol- 
low — that he knew — ^but he put it oflF; the inevitable 
sufEering, which stared him grimly in the face at 
times, put it off from day to day, and time flew 
by ; and while he lingered here, reaching after an 
impossible Paradise, the night was coming wherein 
no man can work. 

Dacre had been much loved by the people with 
whom the course of his life had brought him in con- 
tact. He had no near kith and kin, but the officers 
in his regiment years ago had, one and all, liked 
Dacre ; and afterwards, when he left the army, and 
devoted himself to sanitary work in one of the large 
English towns, where such work was sorely needed, he 
made for himself a place in some hearts which neYff 
forgot him afterwards. He had been a wealthy man 
all his life, and he had done much good with his 
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money — such good as can never be forgotten, for 
the record of it is on high. 

But after this testimony in honour of Bylston 
Dacre, it cannot be denied that at this time he was 
most assuredly in the wrong ; and it does not make 
that wrong less, that he was destined to a bitter 
repentance later on. 

Louis happened to be at Maungarewa that after- 
noon, so their croquet party was complete. They 
took their balls and mallets and marched down to 
the bottom of the garden, where there was a level 
space of lawn suitable for carrying on the game. 

Jeanie was in a flutter of delight and excitement : 
as pretty as ever in her blue silk dress and coquettish 
little sailor^s hat. Mrs. Meredith was just as 
childish, as light-hearted, and good-humoured as 
Miss Lennox had been. 

Clinton, too, was quite imaltered. When Lucy 
asked him to come with her, and help her to arrange 
the wires, he told her she had only to command 
him with a look out of his blue eyes such as she 
remembered of old. 
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approved of the frequency of Dacre^s visits at Maun- 
garewa; and though he had joined the croquet party 
to-day to please his sister, it was under protest, and 
he would not play on Dacre^s side. 

Lucy found this out almost immediately, and to 
* cover it she proposed that Louis and herself should 
play against their three guests. It seemed on the 
whole a tolerably just division of talent. 

One game was got through in this manner ; then 
Louis declared himself dead beat with the heat, and 
said he would look on while the others continued to 
play. The two ladies, therefore, challenged the two 
gentlemen, and soon found they had met with more 
than their match. Jeanie was intensely anxious to 
win, but her husband was more expert than herself, 
and Lucy found that she could not hold her own 
against Dacre. 

At last there came a time when Dacre had his two 
fair antagonists at his mercy. As he made ready to 
croquet Lucy^s ball, she said involuntarily, under her 
breath, '^As you are strong, be merciful V 

Dacre, looking up into her eyes, answered in the 
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same tone, ^^I won't hurt ycm/" and straightway 
knocked her ball into a rather more advantageous 
position than it had before occupied^ but the next 
instant he sent Jeanie's ball flying far and wide. 

Louis, watching, had seen it all. He knew that 
Dacre had said something to his sister^ although he 
was not near enough to catch the words, and he saw 
that Dacre's awkwardness was assumed. He got up 
from where he was seated, with wrath in his heart, 
and walked towards them. 

"Your skill appears to desert you sometimes, 
Dacre,'' he said. " That was a very bad stroke yon 
made just now." 

" I suppose I was nervous," was the answer. 

Lucy was so amused at the extreme coolness and 
promptness of the reply, and at the idea of Doctor 
Dacre, one of the most self-possessed of men, being 
attacked with a sudden fit of nervousness, that she 
was obliged to turn away to stifle a laugh. 

Louis saw it, and the cup of his wrath was ftJl, 
He stood looking on for a few moments longer with 
a gloomy brow, and then walked away towards the 
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hoase^ leaving the others to continue plajdng or not, 
as they chose. 

Straight into the drawing-room he marched, and 
there he found his father lying stretched out on the 
sofa, reading the newspaper, with a glass of claret on 
the table by his side. 

" Hot — ^isn^t it ?^^ said Mr. Cunningham. '^How 
on earth those gals can play croquet in this weather 
I cannot imagine ! Help yourself to some claret, old 
fellow, and pass me the decanter.^' 

Louis did as he was desired, and drank his claret 
in moody silence. 

Mr. Cunningham had retired into the columns of 
the newspaper. Stillness reigned supreme. All at 
once the clear ring of a peal of girlish laughter from 
the bottom of the lawn came floating in through the 
open windows. 

Louis dashed his tumbler down on to the table by 
his side. '^ Eeally,^^ he said, " this will have to be 
put a stop to I '^ 

'^ What will ?^^ inquired Mr. Cunningham, opening 
his eyes in amazement, as well he might. 
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" This croquet playing ! '* Lonis went on still more 
hotly. "These visits! He's always here, day and 
night ! I say it shan't go on ! " 

'' Yon seem in no end of a heat about something,'* 
said his father. '^ What is in the wind, I should like 
to know ?" 

''In the wind?" repeated Louis. " Why tliis — 
that if you don't take care you'll have Lucy marrying 
him before your very eyes ! " 

"What if she did?" retorted Mr. Cunningbam, 
all the opposition of his nature fairly roused by his 
son's manner. "It would be a great deal better 
than marrying him any other way, at any rate ! " 
l^hon in a moment he added scornfully, " Talk sense, 
will you have the goodness ? Who are you speaking 
of her marrying? Dacre?" 

Louis assented with a kind of bitter growl. 

" Well," said Mr. Cunningham reflectively, " she 
might do far worse. In fact, I don't think I'm sorry. 
Dacro's a thoroughly good, manly fellow, and a gen- 
tleman. Upon the whole, I don't mind giving my 
consent on the spot ! " 



Louis loses his Temper at Croquet. 237 



Now at the bottom of Louis^ heart there was a 
secret conviction that his father was in the right. 
Dacre was a good fellow and a gentleman^ and Louis 
knew it, however he might choose to deny the facts. 
He ignored the knowledge utterly^ but there it was, 
and he could not shut his eyes to it entirely. He 
had been forced to yield Dacre a sort of reluctant 
admiration in trifles ever since he had discovered 
what a much better shot and more skilful swimmer 
this other man was to himself; but he would not 
have owned to the existence of one redeeming trait 
in the man to whom he appeared to feel such a 
groundless aversion. 

However, the decided manner in which his father 
had spoken left him no hope in that quarter^ What 
was. to be would be — Louis could not hinder it^ He 
said no more„ therefore, but sat and sipped his claret 
and looked out 0/ the window with a gloomy face. 

"I know you don^t Hke Dacre,^^ resumed Mr. 
Ganningham after a few moments spent in studying 
his son^s countenance* "What is the reason^ 
Louis?'' 
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This was just what Louis did not wish to explain. 
He took refuge in a convenient form of evasion. 

^'I don't mean to say anything against him,*' 
Louis said, '^ only I don't much care to have him for 
a brother, I confess. He hasn't asked her yet, 
though, so perhaps our conversation is a little pre- 
mature. Let us drop the subject." 

With all my heart/' returned Mr. Cunningham, 

more especially as I didn't start it.'' 

There was another silence, during which the 
croquet-players, having finished their game, were 
heard coming up the lawn. 

They came in, both the girls laughing and flashed 
with the heat, and exchanging " chaff" with their 
cavahers concerning the game just concluded. 

Jeanie carried a small basket full of ripe straw- 
berries from the garden, and Lucy went out of the 
room and fetched little china plates and spoons, 
with cream and sugar in cut-glass dishes. 

A dainty little repast was soon improvised, with 
another bottle of claret for the gentlemen. 

Louis would not condescend to partake. He 
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chafed inwardly to see how Dacre had managed to 
put the best strawberries on to Lucy's plate, and to 
give her the richest spoonfuls of the scalded cream. 

'^ The show of fruit this year is perfectly wretched,'' 
he remarked, at last, in a snappish kind of tone. 

*' Not in my garden,'^ retorted Mr. Cunningham 
immediately, with a counter-snap. 

'^ Certainly not in the way of strawberries,'' put in 
Dacre with one in his hand, and clenching the last 
nail on the head. 

" Of course, if you all choose to contradict me I 
had better shut up at once," replied Louis with a 
deeply-injured air. 

Jeanie looked at him with round, wondering eyes. 
"No one contradicted you, Mr. Louis," she said. 
"I'm sure I didn't, for the very sweetest little 
cherry-tree in my garden, with st^A blossoms, has 
been blighted this year by the frost." 

Never mind, Jeanie," said CKnton consolingly. 
I'll get you lots of cherries from Prior. He has 
more than he knows what to do with." 

There was some new music lying on the piano — 
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some songs of ClaribeFs and a few of Arthnr 
Sullivan's. Louis walked across the rooin and 
began turning it over, with now and then a con- 
temptuous expression at something in the notes or 
the words. 

Dacre was looking at a volume of the Grraphie 
which lay upon the drawing-room table. 

" How good these American sketches are ! '' he 
said to Lucy. 

" Excellent V' replied Lucy, getting up to look at 
one of them over his shoulder. 

" Couldn't we get up a sketching excursion ?'' he 
went on. "There are some pretty bits near the 
bridge you have not tried yet.^' 

Louis immediately interposed. " You know you 
can't do anything of the kind, Lucy,'^ he said crossly. 
" Robin Hood is perfectly lame." 

This was too much even for his sister^s good 
temper. 

" Robin is quite better, Louis," she said very 
coldly. " He was only lame for two days last week 
from a little strain he got in the creek*'^ Then, 
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turning to Dacre, she added^ ^^ Let us get up the 
expedition by all means ; but I think we will arrange 
the details another time/' 

Altogether the evening did not pass off as har- 
moniously as usual, and the disturbing element was 
felt by all to be Louis Cunningham's unaccountable 
ill-temper. 
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CHAPTER XXlV. 



THE 8ECONP TIME. 



That summer was very hot, and Mrs» Prior felt the 
close oppressive weather severely. 

She was lying on a coach in her drawing-room, 
looking as majestic as ever in a gold-colonred lustre 
costume, which suited her dark hair and brunette 
complexion admirably. 

" I never felt so utterly exhausted in my life,*' she 
remarked to her husband, who was seated by the 
table, looking over some accounts, and much too 
busy with the long columns of figures to pay any 
attention to what she was saying. 

Not meeting with any response or sympathy, Mrs. 
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Prior was silent for a time; she even, I think, 
indulged in a slight doze ; but some unusual sound 
aroused her at last, and she exclaimed with less than 
her usual dignity, " Well, really ! there is actually 
Arthur leading his horse to the door ! Wherever 
can he be going to on such a blazing after- 
noon?'' 

When Arthur himself appeared soon after in the 
drawing-room, booted and spurred, and requested 
his sister to put a fresh puggorie on his hat, she 
made the same inquiry again. 

But her curiosity was doomed to remain unsatisfied, 
and she did not succeed in obtaining any satisfactory 
reply from him. 

'' I have a little business to see after at some dis* 
tance,'' he said, '' and I shall probably not be back 
until the day after to-morrow. To sell a horse, did 
you say ? CSi yes, that or anything else you like. 
Hot ? Tes, I know it is, but business won't wait. 
Now that youVe put this white concern on my hat, 
I shan't take the least harm." With which words 
he quietly walked out of the room, and in ten 
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minutes was riding out of the paddock and away 
westwards. 

His business was, as he had told Mrs. Prior, at 
some distance apparently. That night he slept at an 
hotel by the banks of a river, which he crossed the 
next morning. 

Gentlemen in the colonies do not usually take 
much luggage with them on such journeys as this. 
A macintosh, a tooth-brush, and a pocket-hand- 
kerchief comprised the larger half of Arthur 
Winstanley^s impedimenta. Besides these, he had 
in one pocket a minute portable brush and comb, 
and in another a clean linen collar, far too great a 
nuisance to be tolerated when alone in the heat, but 
carefully reserved to complete his toilet at a fitting 
moment. 

When he set oflF on the second morning, the 
character of the scenery in which he found himself 
had quite changed ; he had now got into the region 
of bush and ferns — ^both very scarce around Deep- 
dene, Maungarewa. 

At last he came in sight of a station on the out- 
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skirts of the bush, an irregularly built house, with a 
verandah deserving of no especial description. In 
front there was a square space of English grass, shut 
in on all four sides by trees : you entered it by a 
natural avenue of trees, and a gate in some pretty 
green rails at one end. 

The house, thus enclosed, had a peculiarly quiet, 
secluded appearance ; you might have passed it quite 
close, and not have known that it was there ; it lay 
basking in the sunshine, with no signs of life about 
it in front. Had it been of larger, more pretentious 
appearance, it might have served an artist for a 
drawing of the Palace of the Sleeping Beauty in the 
Wood. 

The garden as it was, however, was decidedly the 
most striking characteristic it possessed. It lay at 
the side of the house, and was entered by a small 
white gate at the comer. It was remarkable because, 
having once been well-stocked, and then neglected 
for some time, it had become a truly magnificent 
wilderness of roses and honeysuckles. 

Approaching the house, and before emerging 



^ • !-• 



(fr^r :u£ Hills, cmd Far Away. 



"br.jiL -Jie iheitermir ihiMiow of tte trees, Aifhur 
^in^staniev pni :ii ais ooQiir, and made Ilia toilflt as 
:• mciere is '^i& possible uzider the circumstances. 
T!iii ir-jried ^hac ae expected soon to find Iiimsdf 
in lie :;rfseiice oc ladies. 

Ll :iii2 5urp*:sitii:ii he proved to be perfectly 
-•'jrr^cr. r'Tr he had scarcely entered upon the 
sl«:pe rt En^jiish grass in fiwnt of the house brfore 
•1 vrman'i i^rnre gli«ied out of the principal door 
bef'^re hiri, md ppoceeded towards the white gate at 
the side ot the earden. 

We caziii<:t fail to recognize her as soon as we 
• bserve that she is dressed in black, and wears a 
black velvet band round her neck. Arthur, too, knew 
her immediatelv ; and, raisiDg his hat, got ofiF his 
horse, festened it to the fence, and walked up to 
her. 

She was evidently taken by surprise to see him, 
and was not expecting him just then in the least. 
She had a great garden hat on her head, and in one 
hand a small basket and a pair of scissors; her 
other hand was on the latch of the garden gate. 



The Second Time. i\*j 

and slie stood swinging the little gate back- 
wards and forwards, with an unconscious gesture, 
arrested on her way to cut her flowers, and, at 
first, not too well pleased apparently at the 
interruption. 

All traces of annoyance, however, she had managed 
to banish from her face by the time he came up to 
her, and she shook hands with Arthur with well- 
acted cordiality. 

''What a hot day, is it not?'' she said, as she 
greeted him ; '' I suppose you have ridden some dis- 
tance ? Pray come in; your horse shall be looked 
after, and I will order some luncheon for you ; but 
I fear you must be contented with only me for 
your hostess to-day, for Augusta is lying down 
with a bad headache, and my brother is away from 
home." 

Considering that his business lay entirely with 
herself Arthur thought that things had fallen out 
rather conveniently than otherwise; but he was a 
man of few words. He simply replied, ''Thank 
you," and followed her into the house. 
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The room into which she led him was of a good 
size, and comfortably furnished. There were several 
water-colour sketches on the walls in plain gilt 
frames. All of them were views on the South 
Devon Coast. The Dawlish Bay by moonlight, a 
view from Plymouth Hoe, and a Study of the Bolt 
Head, were the three largest of them. The rest 
were small, and less finished in execution ; but all 
were well painted, and brought back that lovely 
coast scenery to Arthur in a moment. Perhaps he 
saw it sparkling with the ^^ light of other days,'' 
for he quite held his breath as he entered the 



room. 



I see you are recognizing the old places,'' re- 
marked Laura, as she followed the direction of his 
eyes. ^^How I do long myself sometimes to see 
that exquisite colouring again ; to stand once more 
on the dear old Bolt, with my eyes on the glorious 
blue sea beneath V^ 

'^ So do I/' said Arthur, with unmistakable 
sincerity. 

"Would not you like to go home?^^ she asked 
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him suddenly, with an abruptness which seemed 
quite to startle him for a moment. 

"Why do you ask?^' he answered coldly, and 
with a curious steady look at her as he spoke. 

She coloured a little and gave a faint sigh. 

"We won^t talk about it now/^ she said; "you 
shall get some luncheon first; and then I have a 
plan in my head to propose to you ; but we wlQ go 
out and discuss it in the garden. These wooden 
walls have ears, but my roses have not.'^ 

A servant came in with some cold meat and bread- 
and-butter on a tray, and Laura herself fetched in a 
decanter of sherry and a glass. 

Arthur was really very hungry, and ate what was 
placed before him with a good appetite, his hostess 
sitting quietly meanwhile by the window at the 
farther end of the room. 

No one disturbed them during this time, and when 
he had finished they went together to the garden, as 
Laura had proposed. 

It was in its way a lovely garden. As they paced 
down the walks they could not avoid at times 
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rr^^c^.iz i?«:a :te lovely perfiimed blossoms which 
?CT^ v.i:-i :!ie=i^lTes fiur over the borders of their 
jbro /i:---: d.wrr-beds on to the grassy vistas be- 
i^.-iz. A: ti^ir side the roses and honeysackles 
>..* : :a:j:i: :ie tranks of the trees, and clang to 
:: • i_rz'-=^ delicate sprays high up into the 
>-^-L-.';li:>. Azi w~!:h the smishine streaming through 
j.r ".:ii~:>. rVrrzi:!^ an exquisite tapestry of pink 

'7i; :t: i.irk dgnr^s passed and repassed between 

:>'• >:ir.".^i: inc :ae shadow against the brilliant 

•»*vk^T*cir.-i :;r i: I^ast an hour. Then they once 

... .^. *:'y7*.\whrd :-ie I:::le white gate together, and 

',-.*v,v. . ■';7 :: r;.? a few moments to exchange a 

^V*rA:^Yi-7 cxj::ccies.i eirber of them might have 
i\vs^vl r^.r, >.Lc'- clurin^r :^: hour, and however fierce 
:>.' Arvr-:*.v.;::: wiioi iad previously raged, all was 
•V* .'vv- Av.i lv:i wvre quite outwardly calm and 

V> /'.-v r>.-«v>,c\l rhe gate. Arthur was inquiring 
v-v- *",*c".vr s:^:«:r of Laura's. 
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'' What has become of Nora ? '^ he asked. 
*' She was the plainest of you all, I know ; and 
not the same style of girl at all ai^ you others, 
who were all so much alike; but I used to 
admire Nora, and respect her too, in spite of 
that/' 

''She has turned out the best of us,'' Laura 
answered. '' She has married a clergyman in 
England. Nora is a good woman, and I wish I were 
more like her." She ended her words with an 
involuntary sigh. 

"What did Nora think of Captain Eollo?" 
Arthur asked suddenly, watching her keenly while 
he spoke. 

Laura gave a violent start. • It was the name 
which Dacre had taunted her with the day he met 
her riding on the hills. 

''The second time,'' she thought, "that this 
insignificant, forgotten name has risen out of the 
past ! What does this mean ?" 

" Captain Eollo ?" she repeated slowly. 

"Yes. You remember Eollo, don't you?" 
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Arthur went on quietly. ''A fellow with curly 
black hair^ who kept hunters^ and did not sin^ 
badly. You ought to remember him, Laura, for he 
was a great admirer of yours.'^ 

Something in his words — was it a touch of irony 
in their tone ? — sent the hot colour up to the roots 
of her hair. Dacre had once said of her, she never 
looked so ugly as when she blushed; and it was 
true. 

'^ Ah, yes ! " she said ; " I remember him now.'* 

After this, nothing further passed between Arthur 
Winstanley and his companion. They simply said, 
" Good-bye,^^ and separated. 

Just as Arthur was mounting his horse, which a 
man had brought round from the stables, Laura 
called out, ^^ Remember your promise ! ^' 

And he replied, " I shall not forget. But do you, 
on your part, remember the conditions of the 
agreement.^^ 

When he had ridden quite out of sight, Laura 
still stood where he had left her, leaning over the 
little white gate. Her tall black figure served as 
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a foil to bring out more vividly the lavish wealth of 
colour in the background. 

A wattle, growing by the gate, bent its beautiful 
green feathery sprays over one of her shoulders ; 
and on the other side of her was a bush of 
gorse, all one blaze of cocoa-nut scented gold. 
She stood, a sombre shadow, between the two. 
Her face, to any one who studied it narrowly, 
was always a very sad one. There was about 
it no peace, none of the strength born of inward 
rest. It was a very handsome face, and a very 
expressive one; but always in its passionate love, 
anger, or grief, very mournful in its one blank 
want — the face of one, tossing on the dark 
ocean of this life, who has not yet sighted land 
ahead. 

The day on which Arthur Winstanley again 
reached home was much cooler than that on which 
he had started upon his mysterious expedition; 
there was, in fact, a fresh strong breeze from the 
north; consequently Mrs. Prior was enabled to 
throw much more energy into her inquiries as to 
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where he had been^ and what he had been doing 
during his absence. 

But his replies still left her curiosity unsatisfied. 
All he condescended to inform her was that he was 
growing perfectly weary of living in her house^ with 
nothing definite to do ; and had fully made up his 
mind to leave for home by the next San Francisco 
mail, or, at all events, the next but one. 

Mrs. Prior immediately jumped to the conclusion 
that he had been to propose to Lucy Cunningham, 
and had been rejected. She sank back mourn- 
fully on the sofa, and felt that her hopes were 
crushed. 

" Arthur was too premature,^^ she said afterwards 
to her husband. (Mrs. Prior dearly loved long 
words.) ^'He should have waited until she gave 
some sign of responding to his feelings.^' 

It was not a week or two afterwards, when she 
found that he actually delayed his departure for the 
sake of meeting Lucy again at a picnic, that she 
relinquished this idea. However, acting on this 
belief, she felt it right to lay no obstacles in the way 
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of his departure. Indeed, what would have been 
the use ? Arthur Winstanley, having once formed 
a resolution^ was inflexible; and arguments could 
not find their way through his languid indiflference 
to everything. 



256 Over t/ie Hills, and Far Away. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

THE BEGINNING OF THE END. 

About a week after the croquet party before men- 
tioned^ Louis Gunmngham came riding down the 
hill behind Maungarewa. 

The sun was setting over the mountains, and a 
sea of golden clouds covered half the heavens. Full 
before Louis^ eyes, as he crested the hill, opened out 
the pale blue sky, shading into delicate green at the 
horizon, the deep purple mountains, and the goW 
behind gradually flushing into rose colour. It was 
one of our really glorious New Zealand sunsets ; ^S^ 
its beauty continually changed, developing soX^ 
fresh type every moment. 
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Louis drew rein for a moment to enjoy the effect. 
In the opposite direction ''the night rack came 
rolling up, ragged and brown/' Louis, turning that 
way, saw a cloud of dusk gloom, making the hills 
and gullies already misty with the coming darkness. 
At last he looked down at the house beneath him ; 
the paddock and garden in front were quite com- 
manded from the position he occupied. He saw 
Lucy in the garden in a dress which at that dis- 
tance appeared white, trailing a shawl over one 
arm, and with her hat in her hand instead of on 
her head. 

She did not appear to be doing anything except 
watching the sunset, though she had a book in her 
hand : for as Louis looked at her, he saw her drop 
it, and then stoop to pick it up. 

He rode down the hill, unsaddled his horse, and 
turned him out into the paddock. Then he went to 
join his sister in the garden. 

She came eagerly to meet him as soon as she saw 
him. Seen nearer, Louis became aware that she had 
on a dress of some very pale blue material,, not 
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-■iruEr, vii iLi:: tLr coik ii. La* ?Ara was one of 

^A£Jz\ P?ipa iA= c^i=n caZlrti away suddenly on 
h^^ne^Ji, and woi:"r te caL^k fiT a week, and Fm 

^' So I siooose vou wanr ne to stav and look after 
yon/^ said I»ui5, 5iTokTr.g her rippling hair. He 
waa very fond indeed of his sister, in his quiet re- 
hervfA fashion* '•' Well, I don't mind if I do, but I 
Hhal) have to go to the station off and on, so I warn 
you/' 

'^That does not matter," replied Lucy, "and 
J^m very glad you can stop. Kyou couldn't, I think 
I hhould have sent for Jeanie to come and stop with 
rrjc till papa turned up. I don't like being left a 
' lone, lorn creotur/ in this manner.'' 

" ITiat reminds me," said Louis, " I've a note for 
you HOTfiewhere from Mrs. Meredith. I saw Meredith 
in tr>wn to-day, and he gave it to me." 

Aft(jr looking in every pocket but the right one, 
Louis at last produced a tiny pink envelope, ad- 
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dressed to ^^ Miss Cunningham,^^ in Jeanie^s angular 
handwriting. 

The note inside ran as follows : — 

^^ Monday. 

^^ Dearest Lucy, — We have quite decided that a 
picnic will be nicer than a sketching-party, only you 
can sketch if you like, and I want you to come. It 
is to be my picnic, and Mrs. Prior is going to help 
me. Thursday next is the day, and I shall be so 
glad, and so will Clinton if you and Mr. Louis will 
meet us at the Great Swamp at eleven o^clock. 
Clinton has given me another silk dress, and I want 
you to come and. help to cut out the Polonaise, and 
tell me how to trim it. It is such a sweet colour, 
just like apricot jam ! But we can settle all about 
this on Thursday, so be sure you come, and don^t 
forget, and oh, I hope it won^t rain ! 

^^ Your loving 

" Jeanie. 

'^ P.S. — Doctor Dacre is coming.^' 

Lucy read her note, and handed it to her brother 

s 2 
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without a word, who also perused it in silence. Only 
at the " P.S." his face clouded over. 

He crushed Jeanie's little sheet of pink note-paper 
in his hand, and asked, at last, '^ Shall you go, 
Lucv?" 

" Oh, ye? ! I think so. I shonld like to go 
very much,^^ she replied. Then she added^ some- 
what artfullv, ''Jeanie will be offended if I 
don^t." 

Louis dropped the little ball of pink paper, into 
which he had at last reduced poor Jeanie^s note, 
on to the gravel walk at his feet, stooped to pick it 
up, and said abruptly, ^^ Don*t go.'' 

*'^^^ly not ?'' asked Lucy, with equal conciseness. 

It appeared that his reason was not ready to 
deliver at a moment's notice, for he was a long time 
in answering. At last he said, '^ I cannot tell you 
why, but I wish you would not go. I don't believe 
in presentiments — isn*t that what nervous people 
call them ? — ^but for all that there is a strongfeel- 
ing in my mind against this picnic. I wish you 
would give it up." 
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'^ Nonsense, Louis/' returned his sister, obstinate 
in her turn for once. ^' If you have no better 
reason to give for declining than that, I think it 
would indeed be absurd. Am I to disappoint Jeanie 
because you have taken a fancy into your head 
against her picnic ? And what excuse could I make 
for refusing to go?'' 

She longed to tell him that she knew his objection 
was altogether founded on the postscript to Jeanie's 
note; but it was a subject on which she was too 
conscious to speak freely. She knew perfectly well 
in her heart that her own desire to accept the invi- 
tation was based upon the very words which had 
aroused Louis' distaste to it. 

^'I wish Jeanie had not added that line," she 
thought, '^and then Louis would not have said a 
word against my going." 

However, Louis did not seem disposed to make any 
further remonstrance. He had said his say, and had 
washed his hands of the matter. 

Finding that Lucy was determined upon going, he 
acquiesced, and on the appointed morning saddled 
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his own horse as well as hers, and set forth with her, 
as in duty bound. 

It was a hot day, as usual. They were punctual at 
the place of meeting which Jeanie had mentioned, 
and, having joined company there with the rest of 
the party, they all rode together to the outskirts of 
the bush, where they took their luncheon. 

A most sumptuous repast was found to have been 
provided. Jeanie, as principal giver of the feast, 
had brought two cold turkeys and a tongue, with 
endless cakes and jam tarts ; Mrs. Prior had brought 
cold roast beef, lettuces for salad, and cherries 
enough to feast a small army; whUe Lucy, who 
had been sternly forbidden by the other ladies to 
provide anything, had, in defiance of the edict, 
brought with her a splendid ham, a profusion of 
strawberries, and a jar of thick cream. 

With the champagne, claret, and sherry, which 
the gentlemen had taken good care not to forget, 
they found that they could have ^^ camped out ^' for 
a few days with much comfort if they had so 
deaired. 
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Arthur Winstanley was among the guests. He 
devoted himself, as usual, in his languid way, to 
Lucy all day, and she received his attentions in the 
most unconstrained manner. Mrs. Prior became at 
last convinced that her conjecture concerning a pro- 
posal and a rejection having passed between them 
must have been a mistaken one. 

^'It is the most puzzling case that ever came 
under my observation,'^ she wrote home to a dear 
friend; ^^but then Arthur is a most remarkable 
man, and Miss Cunningham certainly understands 
his peculiar temperament more than any one I ever 
knew.'^ 

It was certainly a proof of the entirely Platonic 
character of the relations between Arthur and Lucy, 
that neither Clinton nor Dacre had ever felt in the 
least jealous of this man. 

Several of the people present at this picnic en- 
joyed the day most thoroughly. To more than one 
il! marked the end of a chapter, and was the last day 
of a life they had found a very agreeable one. 

About four o'clock in the afternoon, Louis, who 
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He b&d Lacy in the saddle before 
Iji-cfs ci;-"^d furerrrceey and they all started in twos 
ac^»i dir&?s &s ordcklv as theT conld. 

As the Swamp, where the Cmininghams had met 
the others in the morning, there was a general 
shaking of hands and wishing " Grood-bye ! '* 

Arthur Winstanley wished Lucy "Farewell I'* 
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and then suddenly, when he had gone about a 
hundred yards, turned back, rode up to her and said 
it again. 

She looked a little surprised, and he added, '' I 
am going by the San Francisco Mail next week/' 
Then, after a moment's pause, he remarked, " Y(m 
are the only one I am sorry to say 'Farewell !' to/' 

'' Thank you ! " replied Lucy, bowing to the com- 
pliment. '' I hope it is not for ever." 

'' I hope not either," he returned, with real sm- 
cerity of look and tone ; and then he took leave of 
her once more. 

When they came in sight of Maungarewa the 
wind was rising, and a few heavy drops of rain were 
beginning to fall. The clouds were looming up in 
great murky masses over the mountains, and it was 
beginning to grow dark. Evidently there was a 
wild night in prospect. 

About a quarter of a mile from Maungarewa there 
was a shepherd's hut belonging to Mr. Cunningham ; 
and as they passed it Louis stopped to say a few 
words to one of the men. 
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" Ride on," lie said to Lacy, '^ I shall be with you 
ai?aiii direct 1 v.'* He watched Dacre and hersell as 
tar as a small creek which they had to cross a 
hundred yards or so away. Here he saw Lucy stop 
to let her horse drink. 

Dacre followed her example, and at the same time 
bent over her, to say something evidently meant for 
her ear alone, in a manner which Louis thought 
excessively familiar and disagreeable. 



1 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



PECCAVI. 



Louis was detained about half an hour. When 
he rode up to the house he was surprised to 
see that there was no light in either of the sitting- 
rooms, both of which faced the front of the house. 
The kitchen was at the back, and the whole line of 
building was one unbroken mass of darkness. 

"Yerj odd/' thought Louis; "the place looks 
deserted. And yet they must have reached here long 
before now. I don't think anything could have hap- 
pened to them in that short distance.'' 

But a vague feeling of uneasiness had arisen in his 
wnd, and it only increased and deepened as he 
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unsaddled his horse and turned him out. Robin 
Hood and Dacre's horse, if in the paddock, must 
have gone down to the creek to drink, for they were 
not in sight anywhere. 

As quickly as he could Louis walked into the house. 
All quite dark and quite still. Louis stood for an 
instant in the hall, listening for some sound to guide 
him. There was a murmur of voices in the kitchen 
and a line of light beneath the door — nothing eke. 
He turned at last into the drawing-room : it was 
cold, empty, and deserted. Then he felt his way 
down the dark passage to the dining-room, and, 
finding the door shut, he opened it and walked 
in. 

The evening had grown chilly with the suddeo- 
change in the weather, and there had been a fi*"^ 
made in the grate, but it had died down into a r^^ 
mass of embers — warm, but giving no light. Loi^"^ 
threw on a log of wood as he entered, and the flatf^' 
leaped up, showing him Lucy in her riding-habi"^^ 
standing leaning against' the mantelpiece, lookini 
very pale, and Dacre seated at the table, his bac> 
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turned towards her, his head resting on his crossed 
arms, and his face hidden from sight. 

^^ What on earth has happened ?*' asked Louis in- 
voluntarily, with real alarm in his voice. 

Dacre raised his head, as though then for the first 
time aware of Louis^ presence ; the next instant he 
sprang up and pushed his chair away. 

" I have been waiting for you, Cunningham/^ he 
said. '^ I wanted to say a few words before I — I — 
go. I owe your sister an apology, and I wanted to 
make it in your presence.^' 

Louis looked at his sister. She was still standing 
in just the same attitude by the fire — still staring 
down at the embers, with the same white face. 
Dacre glanced at her also, and then went on more 
hurriedly — 

You see that something has happened/^ he said, 

and I won*t leave it to her to tell you what it was. 
U^ll spare her that, at all events. It's all I can do for 
Xier now ! '* 

His voice broke a momfent; then he recovered 
Hiimself, and went on firmly — '^Tou see, when we 
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got here, I had to lift her off her horse— I^ve ofben 
done it before, and now I suppose Fve done it for 
the last time — but to-night — ^you^l hate me, Can- 
ningham, but I deserve it — the devil tempted me, I 
suppose, and 1 kissed her, and said something' mad 
and wild about asking her to be my wife ! '* 

Louis set his teeth and made a step forwards. It 
appeared as though he were at last justified in the 
dislike he bore to this man. But the next instant he 
stopped, thoroughly bewildered. He had seen for 
some time that Dacre was in love with his sister, and 
he had dreaded lest Lucy should become his wife ; 
but the course that events were now taking had 
never entered his imagination for a moment, and his 
astonishment absorbed every other feeling for the 
time. " What could the fellow mean by saying that 
he was tempted of the devil V^ 

Dacre meanwhile looked again at Lucy, still droop- 
ing over the fire, one hand clenching her whip, the 
other mechanically holding up the folds of her riding- 
habit. She did not move or speak, and in the silence 
within the wind came sweeping in a fierce gust, for^ 
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mimer of the rising storm around the house out- 
side. 

Dacre drew a long breath, and went on hastily — 
'^ Now that I have told you this, I must follow it up 
by another confession still harder to make than the 
last. The temptation I have struggled against so 
long, to keep back the truth, is now over; and the 
only reparation I can make is to speak out openly — 
I owe it to her to do that. If you hate me now, 
Cunningham, you^U hate and despise me ten times 
over in a moment. The truth is, that between your 
sister and myself there lies a deadly bar — I cannot 
cross it — I am married already ! ^^ 

Louis would have been upon him in a second. 
This was letting in the light with a vengeance on the 
bewilderment in which he had been groping. Both 
were powerful men, and Dacre was well-nigh despe- 
rate. What might not have followed ? 

But in the instant, while they faced each other — 
an awful, breathless pause — Lucy suddenly threw 
herself between. 

She laid one hand on Dacre^s arm, and with the 
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other kept Louis back^ and she spoke for the first 
time. 

" It was wrong/' she said, *' quite wrong, and a 
mistake from first to last. But you have suffered 
. . . and you are sorry. Louis, stand back ! If I 
forgive him, you can bear no grudge.'' 

"You forgive me?" Dacre answered; "that is 
like Lucy . . . but I can never forgive myself. I 
ought to have told you this long ago ; I ought never 
to have come here at all . . . It is easy to see all 
this now ; it was harder then . . . Now it is all 



over." 



" Yes," said Lucy, with her sweet voice perfectly 
calm and steady ; " it is over. We must say ' good- 
bye' now ; it is our duty. And because it is our 
duty, we must see each other's faces no more." 

The wind took up the story again, and shook 
the house savagely ; then moaned and died : that 
was all that followed Lucy's words. 

Dacre had sunk down again in his old place by 
the table, and his face was hidden by his arm. 
Nothing but his hard breathing broke the stillness, 
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which seemed to last for hours, as if it would never 
come to an end. 

At last Lucy said again, with her voice a little 
TDLOre unsteady now, *' I shall pray for you every day, 
and we shall both be forgiven, if we are sorry . . , 
Don't grieve about me; I shall live through this, 
though it seems hard now/' 

Then Dacre said softly, but with intense passion, 
*' Oh, God, hear me ! and take from her all the 
suffering, and lay it upon me doublo ! '' 

They had both quite forgotten Louis' presence ; 
but now suddenly he came forward, holding out his 
hand, and Dacre looked up. 

'^ Dacre," he said, '^ I've never liked you since I 
first knew you ; no doubt you found that out long 
ago. But now I tell you that I will be your friend 
from this time forward if you will let me — a real 
fiiend, and not an empty form of words — and there's 
any hand on it." 

Dacre took it in his own, and they stood a 
xnoment, holding each other with a firm grasp. 

^'You've lost my sister," Louis added, "but 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 



GOOD-BYE. 



Little Mrs. Meredith had come in to luncheon in 
an unhappy frame of mind. Her yellow locks 
were slightly ruffled out of their usual satin sleek- 
ness. Dreadful to relate^ there was a suspicion 
of a frizette visible at one side of her head^ and 
she had forgotten to put on her long gold and 
coral ear-rings. All these were very unusual cir- 
cumstances with her^ and signs of some uncommon 
mental disturbance. 

But, in addition, she ate her mutton chop with a 
'woe-begone countenance, and sighed so deeply as 
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of the BtufiF. I shouldn't have done it if Lucy had 
been here, and 1 think it is very unkind of her, and 
she does not love me as she did Effie/' 

This was quite true, if Jeanie had only known it. 
Lucy never did love any girl again like she had done 
Effie. Unto her there was '' no second friend/' But 
Jeanie did not in her heart believe anything of the 
kind, though she professed to do when provoked. 

Clinton sat at the foot of his table, listening very 
passively to his wife's grievances. He was thinking, 
while she spoke, what an excellent kind were the 
new potatoes he had just bought, and how many 
dozen of plum-trees he should send for next week to 
stock an unoccupied comer of his garden. 

He knew by experience that Jeanie's troubles 
were not likely to be very weighty ones, but he 
admired her extremely when she pouted and 
assumed her injured air. It gave her round, soft, 
childish face more expression, and was a kind of 
playing at being angry which always struck him as 
rather charming. 

So, having finished his lunch, he sat back in his 
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•riS-j- watching her, encouraging her to chatter to 

!•:■' --.Lirt's content, and rather -wishing that some 

:. : niiirht drop in and see her before tlie pink flush 

:>.i.-:d out of her cheeks and her blue eves lost their 

^Tiib.rTie expression. 

Jeanie was a dreadful little gossip. She told him 
.s *'.»iig story of how Mrs. Prior had quarrelled with 
*::or new cook, to whom she was giving 4^»7. a year; 
ind how Mr. Cunningham was reported to have 
gone into a passion because some one had left his 
garden gate open, in consequence of which a cow 
had got in and eaten all the blossoms off the sohtaiy 
luince-tree, so that no quince jelly could be made 
that vt*ar. 

« 

" And I^m not sorry," she added, ^'for it's horrid 
siutf, and always tastes as if it were flavoured witi 
onions.'' 

Al\er this came a long accoimt of Mrs. Some- 
Iwlv's baby, which had got red hair; and, lastly, she 
ini'orined her husband that every one was saying 
Luov was oiiirasred to Doctor Dacre, and asked if he 
boliovod the report to be true. 
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" For it's very odd Pm not told — ^if it is so/' quoth 
Jeanie, bridling up with a fresh sense of injury. 

Clinton winced a little — a very little. It was only 
a twinge of wounded vanity. He got up, went over, 
and kissed his little wife. 

'^ She's a jolly little thing!" he said to himself, 
'^ and prettier than Lucy, after all.'' 

Thus fortified, he felt capable of continuing the 
subject. " If they're not engaged, I should say they 
soon will be," he replied to the question put to 
him. " It's one of the clearest cases I ever saw in 
my life." 

And, behold ! the words were hardly out of his 
mouth when, looking through the window, he per- 
ceived Dacre himself riding up the gravel drive to 
the front door. 

Clinton ran out to meet him. He had a real 
liking for Dacre, in spite of the jealous pangs which 
the other man had once or twice caused him. He 
did not wish Lucy to remain faithful to himself any 
more, but still it was mortifying at times to find how 
completely she had forgotten him. 
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Stilly in spite of this^ he could not help liking 
Dacre^ and would have seconded Mr. Cnnningham's 
opinion of him — ^' a thoroughly good fellow, and a 
gentleman'' — any day. There must have been 
something loveable about Rylston Dacre. 

The two men came in together, and Jeanie, who 
had discovered meanwhile that her ear-rings were 
missing, and flown to put them on, received Dacre 
very cordially. 

" I'm so glad to see you,*' she said. '^ Sit down 
and have some luncheon, please. Have you been to 
Maungarewa, and have you brought me a message 
from Lucy?" 

Dacre was all but guilty of the rudeness of turn- 
ing his back upon her. He had dropped his whip, 
however. When he had picked it up he looked 
round and said, ^' No ; he had not the pleasure of 
seeing Miss Cunningham since the day of the pic- 



mc. 



"Well, I wonder whatever she has been doing 1" 
said Jeanie indignantly. '^ She seems to have cut 
all her friends lately. I think I shall go over to 
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Maungarewa to-morrow, and give her a piece of my 
mind/' 

While Dacre took his luncheon Jeanie seated her- 
self opposite to him, in her favourite easy chair, 
with some delicate lace embroidery, which she was 
rather clever at executing, in her hand. She 
chattered away briskly, according to her custom, 
upon all sorts of subjects, and Dacre listened, and 
was as much amused as usual. He liked Mrs. 
Meredith, partly for her own sake, and partly 
because, '' if not the rose,'' she had dwelt near her. 
So, a little for the sake of seeing again Jeanie's 
pretty face, but chiefly in order that he might at 
least hear a few words about Lucy once more, 
though he might not see her, he had come to wish 
Jeanie '^ Good-bye ! " before he sailed for England. 

He told her, when he had finished his lunch, that 
it was a farewell visit, and asked her if he could do 
anything for her at home. 

Jeanie was really grieved at the idea. 

^' Going home?" she said. ''You are not in 
earnest, surely?" 
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'^Yes I am/' retumod Dacre. ''I am really 
going home/' 

Jeanie had by this time become impressed with 
the idea that some change had passed over him since 
she had seen him last. She could not make out 
wherein it lay, however. There was no decided dif- 
ference in him that she could see. 

Perhaps, if anything, his brown face was a trifle 
thinner, and his manner graver than usual. But 
even of this she grew doubtful when he smiled, just 
in his old way, and said he was waiting her com- 
mands. "What might he have the pleasure of 
sending her from London ? '^ 

" Oh ! '' said Jeanie, with the delighted flush and 
wide open eyes of a child at the thought, " I should 
like a set of croquet just like Lucy's. ^^ 

'^It shall come out by the first ship,'' replied 
Dacre. 

The Merediths wanted him to remain the night at 
their house, but he refused. 

*' I am going on to-night,'' he said, '^ to see Louis 
Cunningham before I go. I must be on board the 
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steamer in two days, so my time is growing very 
short. Good-bye, old fellow ! Good-bye, Mrs. 
Meredith ! I hope you wonH quite forget me.^^ 

Jeanie had never known before how much she 
liked him ; she was ready to cry. 

" Do, do come back again some day ! ^^ she said, 
clasping her hands, and looking up into his face. 

Dacre smiled again — ^a strange smile. 

^'No,'' he said j '' when I go I shan^t come back. 
But perhaps you will follow me, Mrs. Meredith, 
some day, and I shall see you there. Good-bye 
again ! Mind you bring her to England some day, 
Clinton ; and don't either of you forget me mean- 
while.'' 

The instant the two gentlemen had gone out, Jeanie 
burst into tears. 

"Lucy has refused him," she sobbed. "I am 
sure she has. And oh, I wonder how she could have 
had the heart to do it !" 
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CHAPTEB XXVm 



CusTTS. wriezi he cazne in ftgsm, was quite of the 
saciLe crinim is tis wife. He, too, had noticed a 
cftargre in Dacre. and fbllT believed him to be a 
rgected soiror of Lucy Cunningham's. The Mere- 
diths both fell into the identical delusion which Mrs. 
Prior had onlr jnst recoTered firom with reference to 
her brother. 

Poor LacY ! What an amount of mischief she 
seemed destined to be charged with ! 

''A horrid shame it is f said Clinton ; and Jeanie 
echoed the words, adding, ''After all the encourage- 
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ment she gave him, too ! and which I saw with my 
own eyes ! '^ 

Clinton felt for his part as if he could now think 
with more ease of certain passages in the past which 
he had not hitherto been fond of recalling to his 
memory. Lucy, by treating Dacre as he imagined 
her to have done, had suddenly lowered herself to 
his own level, and condoned his past faults by the 
action. 

He had never realized before how much he be- 
lieved in Lucy, but he caught himself now thinking 
that if she had acted like this, the fault must be a 
venial one, after all. 

And meanwhile Dacre, blissfully unconscious of 
the scandal he had given rise to, was quietly pro- 
ceeding on his way to Louis Cunningham^s house 
among the hills. 

It was a fine and very hot afternoon, with scarcely 
a breath of air, and he rode slowly, his thoughts 
busy with much that had occurred of late. He came 
at length to the place where he had last seen Laura. 
It was the day he met her riding with her sprained 
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ankle, an-1 she had rejected his help with contempt. 
ITe reiueiiibered perfectly her effort to anger him by 
her list* of Lucy^s name, and his own retaliation, by 
reminding her of some one she could not easily have 
forgotten ; and, finally, her acceptance, nngracionsly 
enough, of his offer to pay her passage money to 
England. 

From that day to this he had seen and heard 
nothing more of her. She had sent him an address 
to which she wished the money to be forwarded, and 
he had carried out her desire to the letter. After- 
wards he had received one line without signature, 
but in Laura^s well-known writing, signifying the 
safe receipt of the cheque, and that was all. 

Riding round the base of the hill where he had 
encountered her, how clearly every incident of thafc 
past time rose up before his mind ! He could see 
Laura now, in her black riding-habit, and hat with 
its long black feather, her pale face and black hair, 
and the scorn of her great grey eyes — all stood clear 
before him, even to the bunch of charms at her watch- 
chain. The picture was touched in with perfect 
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detail from the white gauntlets and silver fox-headed 
whip down to the velvet on her throat. 

^^ It was an ugly scar that!^^ he thought; "and 
she was always morbidly sensitive about it. She had 
a horror of the slightest disfigurement to her beau- 
tiful white skin. Once^ I remember, she cut her 
hand a little, and wore a glove for weeks, until the 
very smallest trace of the scratch had disappeared.^' 

Musing thus, he rode steadily on until he came i 
sight at last of Louis Cunningham's home. It was 
the same to which Mrs. Keith had once been assisted 
by Lucy. It was altered since then. A fancy to im- 
prove his house and garden had lately taken posses- 
sion of Louis, encouraged by his father, who had 
begun to form fresh matrimonial prospects on his 
son's behalf. 

Louis did not suspect this, however, and, finding 
his father propitious, he had greatly improved and 
added to the rough little iron-roofed dwelling which 
he had inhabited for the last two years. Two new 
rooms, one with a bow-window, had been added at 
the side ; and a verandah, up which honeysuckle had 
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began to climb^ made it in appearance a very different 
dwelling to the one which had stood on the same 
spot formerly. 

Dacre fastened his horse to the gate^ and made 
for the entrance door, to be met on the threshold by 
his host^ with outstretched hand and hearty^ cordial 
manner. Dacre felt at once that the other's plea- 
sure in seeing him was genuine and sincere. Louis, 
once won, was won for ever. They had sworn an 
eternal friendship, and he at all events would not 
fail in his part of the agreement. 

" Come in, old fellow !'' he said. ^^ Fm awfully 
glad to see you — ^you're just in time. Tea will be 
ready in a minute, and I'll send some one down to 
dispose of your horse. Of course you'll stay the 
night." 

He ushered Dacre fii'st into the room that hal 
been the only sitting-room; but there was another 
now. This room had still Clytie on the mantel- 
piece, and the picture without a frame upon the 
wall above. It was much neater and more comfort- 
able than of old, however. The chaos of news- 
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papers, section-plans, stock-whips, and spurs, which 
once covered a whole table in the comer, had dis- 
appeared. Everything was in its place, and, by 
consequence, the room looked twice as large as 
formerly. 

Dacre remarked it. 

^^ I suppose you have changed your housekeeper,^* 
he remarked to his bachelor host. ^^ The one you 
have now must be a treasure ; she has made every- 
thing so snug and jolly.** 

^^Yes,** replied Louis. "That's just about it. 
Hush ! she*s coming in !** 

She came in with the tea things — a tall, large- 
featured Scotch woman, with nothing at all pre- 
possessing about her in any way. 

As she turned to leave the room Louis said some- 
thing to her in an under tone. The words ^^ Can*t 
come to-night,** being emphasized, were alone 
audible to Dacre. 

It was a very hot, breathless evening, and after tea 
they went out into the verandah to smoke. The 
long windows of the dining-room were open behind 

u 
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them, and as they lounged against the posts of the 
verandah talking, the picture on the wall within 
looked out at them with its beautiful passionate 
eyes. Clytie died away into the shadow that soon 
began to darken in tjie room ; but the face above 
caught the last ray of the sunset, and remained a 
bright spot upon the wall. 

Dacre and Louis had so far, by tacit consent, 
avoided all mention of what was painful in the past. 
But Dacre had spoken of his intended departure for 
England, and Louis understood him and was satis- 
fied. 

After a time Mrs. McLeod came to say that Mr- 
Cunningham was wanted; and he went away^ 
leaving Dacre alone in the verandah. 

The sun had gone long since, and a lovely moon- 
light night without a cloud had settled down upon 
the land. The sky was radiant with stars, and from 
where Dacre stood he could catch a glimpse of the 
mountains far away. They stood out with that 
strange clearness and crystal sharpness of outline 
which appears to be produced by certain states of 



■^ 
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the atmosphere in the New Zealand climate, and 
which brings them miles nearer to one in appear- 
ance as long as it lasts. 

Dacre singled them out with his eye, and in his 
heart he wished them ^^ Good-bye!" like old 
friends. 

'^ I shall see no hills in England that will find their 
way to my heart like those/^ he thought ; " and to- 
morrow I shall turn my back on you, old snow- 
ranges, so farewell to-night ! " 

But he was wishing them ^^ Farewell ! " too soon. 
The mountains had not quite done with him yet. 

The soft clearness and beauty of the night soothed 
him inexpressibly, like a cool hand upon a fevered 
forehead, and presently his thoughts wandered off 
in a new direction. 

I will go back to England,'^ he said to himself, 
and take up my old work once more. There are 
more lives than mine in the world, though mine is 
but a tangle of broken threads. I cannot see the 
meaning of it at all, but it will all be made clear 
to me some day, I am persuaded; and waiting 

u 2 
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for that I will try to throw my mite into the 
Master's treasury/' 

After awhile Louis came back, and they talked 
on as before. It was such a lovely night they could 
not go in, so they stayed out in the verandah, with 
the scent of the honeysuckle perfuming the air, 
and the moonlight making picturesque lights and 
shadows all around them. 

" How awfuUy hot it is ! '' said Dacre. '^ Thwe 
isn't a breath — ^" He stopped suddenly with a 
violent start. 

Louis looked up, and saw that his eyes were fixed 
on something within the sitting-room. 

" Cunningham ! " he asked the next moment; 
" who is that picture meant for ? " 

Louis followed the direction of his eves. The 
moonlight streamed through the open windows of 
the sitting-room, and fell in a broad, bright streak 
across the picture over the fireplace. The fiace cam^ 
torih dead-white from the darkness around ; and it 
seemed, in its strange wild beauty, to be looking 
out and watchinsr the two men in the verandah so 
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eagerly, that even Louis was startled for a mo- 
ment. 

He answered Dacre's question in a slow, thoughtful 
manner. 

^^ I bought it/' he said, ^^ of a fellow in Auck- 
land, who didn't paint badly. He used to do it for 
pleasure, at a lonely station in Australia, where he 
had not much else to amuse himself with. He 
wanted to call this head Charlotte Corday; but I 
told him I would not have such an association with 
it for any consideration, for it reminded me of some 
one whom I — I knew. And that was why I bought 
it. He persisted, however, to the last, in saying 
that it was very like what Charlotte Corday must 
have been.'' 

Looking at his companion at last, Louis saw that 
Dacre had not heard one word he had said. Dacre 
was staring at the painting with a face nearly as 
white as its own. 

All of a sudden he gasped out, ^^ How like that 
picture is to my wife !" 

^' Whdi ?" asked Louis, growing pale in his turn 
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at last. " Like u-feo ? Dacre, I never asked yon 
before, but tell me now — ^where is your wife ? Who 
was she V^ 

" She was the Mrs. Keith who came out with us 
in the ' Flora Macdonald.' " 

Louis sprang up as if the other man had struck 
him. 

^'Now may God have mercy on us both!*' he 
said, '^for I was married to her two months ago 
in Christ Church P' 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE THIRD TIME. 
" We were two sisters of one race." 

Such a long silence followed Louis' words, it seemed 
as if the two men were stricken dumb. You might 
have counted a hundred, and still neither spoke; 
they stood confronting each other with white faces, 
and in a stillness that seemed breathless. Dacre 
was the first to break the spell. 

'^ Where is she ? '' he asked ; and Louis answered, 
^^She is here. She is within ten yards of you 
now!'' 

Another pause; and then, scarcely above a 
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whisper, lie added, ^^Whicli of QS is to tell 
lier?'' 

" I will/' returned Dacre ; " and let her look to 
it, for my blood is fairly up at last/' 

Louis led the way out of the verandah without 
another word. They crossed the dark sitting-room, 
and an equally dark passage beyond. Then Louis 
threw open a door, and they stepped into a large 
well-lighted room, with pretty chintz curtains, and 
ottomans covered with the same, a handsome 
carved side-board at one end, and some clever 
water-colour sketches on the walls. There was a 
table in the centre, inlaid with beautiful New 
Zealand wood of different kinds; upon this stood 
books, a few pretty trifles of china and aluminium^ 
and a tete-a-tete tea-service of delicate white French 
china. Last of all, at the further end of the room; 
was a lady seated at a piano, who rose as they 
entered and faced them. 

She had not been singing, but merely turning over 
the leaves of some new music with her tea-cup in 
her hand. She set this quietly down on the table, 
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and then drew back a step or two, and seemed to 
wait their pleasure. To all outward appearance 
she was not embarrassed in the least. 

She was beautifully dressed, and in foil dress too. 
Black lace over white silk, looped with scarlet roses, 
and roses to match in her black hair, which was 
taken up in a splendid coronet of plaits over her 
head. What fancy could have induced her to attire 
herself after this magnificent fashion for an evening 
in a quiet New Zealand station, it is impossible to 
say. But, however it may have been, this whim of 
hers was destined to have an effect, and that a won- 
derful one, upon the scene which followed. 

Looking at Laura as she stood before him, 
queenly and magnificent, Dacre was haunted by 
an idea that there was something strange about 
her, something peculiar, which made her unlike 
her usual self; but what gave rise to this notion in 
his mind he could not make out. 

Louis remained standing quietly by the door, 
which he had carefully closed behind him. It was 
a dark corner of the room, and he was half hidden 
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in the shadow. Dacro, on the other hand, came 
forward; but as he advanced Laura retreated, and 
when he stopped at last, there were still several 
paces between them. 

^'You must know what I have come here for,^' 
Dacre said. " Seeing Cunningham and yourself 
together — you, who have striven so hard to keep us 
apart, must be aware that your game is up at last/' 

Mightily as his temper was roused, he yet spoke 
calmly, and repressed his passion with an iron hand. 
Dacre was a man with a large gift of self-control; 
he possessed assuredly the greatness of ^^he that 
ruleth his spirit." 

Laura did not answer a word ; she only gave a 
quick, uneasy glance at Louis, standing by the 
door. 

^^I suppose nothing I can say will have much 
effect," Dacre went on ; " not even if I tell you—" 
He came to a sudden stop. 

"What is it? What is it?" he repeated to 
himself uneasily. Something was wrong about 
Laura ; what could it be ? 
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Suddenly the whole truth flashed upon him. 
She was standing by the table in front of him, full 
in the light of the lamp, which stood in its centre. 
She was, as before described, in full dress — gold 
bracelets on her round white arms, and 'a necklace 
with gold pendants round her beautiful neck. The 
velvet band was gone ! 

Dacre's eye had found it out. His glance sought 
out the spot where the scar should have been — 
where his dog's teeth had met in the white flesh, 
and left an indelible mark, years ago. He looked 
for it, but that too was gone ! 

Then all at once the woman before him drew 
herself up defiantly — ^fairly at bay at last. 

'^ You have found it out,'' she said ; ^^ and I don't 
wish to keep it from you any longer. I am Tioi 
your wife Laura ! Laura is lying on the slope' of 
the hill at Brighton, and I am — ^Beatrice ! " 

''Beatrice?" 

'' Yes ; the Beatrice whom you never saw, but 
whom you were told was the living image of your 
wife, as time has proved to be the truth. The game 
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is up now, Rylston Dacre, as you said yourself ; and 
I do not care if I set matters right at last in your 
mind — if not for your sake, for the sake of some one 
else/' 

She gave another uneasy glance at Louis, wli(f 
stood listening like a man stunned, taking no part 
at all in what went forward. 

^^ I may as well tell you the whole story &om the 
beginning,'' she went on, '^ or you will never under- 
stand either it or me. It was on the fourth of 
March, eight years ago, that I, then living with my 
sister Nora in a quiet little country town in England* 
received a letter from Laura, dated from Brighton- 

" She was my favourite sister, as you know, aP-^ 
of course I had heard fix)m her all the particulars ^ 
her acquaintance with you, formed whilst she b^' 
filled the duties of governess in your uncle's fami^^ 
— ^a dependent position, perhaps, but one in .whi^^ 
you would have been far kinder to have left hei 
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and afterwards of her marriage. Up to the tin:^ 
when I received her letter I had always thought C^ 
her as happy and contented as your wife. After^"^ 
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wards I learnt the truth — the truth which rendered 
me your deadly enemy thenceforward, I did not 
learn it from her letter however. That merely told 
me my sister was ill and alone at Brighton, begging 
me to go to her at once. I went to Brighton. I 
went to see and to lose almost the only human being 
I then really loved. I found Laura in miserable 
little lodgings, with no money, no friends, and 
dying ! That, Rylston Dacre, was the end of your 
wife! Are you not ashamed to stand before her 
sister now ? When I reached Brighton it was almost 
too late. The fever was too far advanced, and she 
did not know me. She nen^&r knew me except, I 
think, just at the very last, when speech wag gone. 
But from her broken, delirious wanderings I gathered 
that you had treated her very badly, and that you j 
had cast her off to die among strangers. Can you 
wonder if, seeing her loneliness and misery, I vowed 
to have revenge? The last day of her life she made 
an effort to beckon to me with one hand. ^ Rylston,' 
she said faintly ; ^ donH let him know ! don^t let him 
know ! ^ She repeated this brokenly many times 






'■-.> :: . ::^ r»i T-ri rie :2Cofes?reiit repetition 
. ^ !.:.:iT- Vi^ci I ,n:iild not distincify 
::.i ^litf -^^ r'i> >3^re^?swd to me my 
^^~ ^^>. >.:. ::t*i. Si^f lies buried there at 
?r-.r* '"- y-.n 1' ^ I r^-*i':i; btfar ©> speak aboat 
r:-,4j r^if. ' r-:T:: >c7?tia:ij i:z!ie from her grave 
*c»i ^-'^^ ?-• ;-:ii ':»!? I Trr-.Xc iz. Laura's name and 
-i!l :*: .' '^. .«£ -. ii. r ■ rrvpf!!: lie akrctdental discovery 
i* r-!c TT^:::!. riac I irj^c w-is dead. I said, 'His 
.-X--* T r jtr -.:< , ."vr. tii^f aie l^r»ven them had be- 
,v£rrc * ::it,v7:* ,-Lcc re sirL Verv well, I will hold 
rjTi 'xMV'.l — ':i;c:z.c re izi imaginary Laura — and as 
' \r ^ '. i*''"; ti*:" rcwer ro hinder it he shall never 
:vrtv. *>r.;clvr y.'cu-i- Ard rake another wife.' It was 
dk ixx.? >,rctl.;4::v V- rtriirj?* but it was all that I could 
rlv.ri'i c: a: :i^* :::"o. and, upon the whole, it appears 
r^; hsvv ,^"<w - rvvi Ivcter than I could have hoped for. 
M, :::!:< i^ac^std. My harred of you began to fade a 
Ii::U\ I i:iavio up my mind when Nora married to 
join my other sister in Xew Zealand, and the day be- 
fore I sailed I wrote to you. You were in Plymouth 
then, as I thought, and in that letter I confessed my 
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deceit and directed you where to find your wife's 
grave ; but you never received it ; it was not to be. 
When I met you on board the ^ Flora Macdonald ' I 
saw at once that you mistook me for Laura. Perhaps 
my being in possession of her watch, which you re-^ 
cognized, assisted the delusion. The old temptation 
to punish you for your conduct towards her leaped 
up in a moment, all the more fiercely because I saw, 
or fancied that I saw, you were attached towards 
Lucy Cunningham. I played my part well, I think, 
on the whole, but it was six years since you had seen 
Laura, and we were always very much alike. I think 
the velvet band, which I fortunately recollected in 
time, made the resemblance complete. '^ 

She paused a moment with her hand on the gold 
necklace, which now replaced the velvet she had for- 
merly worn. " Louis' gif^/^ she said gently to her- 
self, with a sudden softening of the great grey eyes 
and a smile that touched the corners of her mouth. 

Then to Dacre once more she added, ^^ Arthur 
Winstanley, who was wild about Laura long ago, 
when he was reading with a tutor in Devonshire, 
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before you married her and ruined her life, was 
sharper far in his perception than you were. He 
must have loved her better than you did, for he 
found me out at once, though at first my great 
resemblance to Laura cost him a sudden fit of faint- 
ness ; but I bribed him to silence with the money 
you paid mo for my passage to England, and he is 
far away in Australia by this time/' 

Dacre looked steadily into Beatrice's eyes while 
she poured out her story, in sentences short and 
curt, with repressed passion; and it never for an 
instant occurred to him to doubt that she spoke 
the truth; not even though she was giving ^iim 
proof at that very moment of her skill in cool sys- 
tematic deception. He saw from her eyes — which 
looked as they did when she sat by Laura's grave 
at Brighton long ago — that she was at present des- 
perately in earnest. 

He was not conscious, however, that at this 
moment Beatrice, if she had wished to deceive him, 
dare not have done so. He had no idea what his 
own face seemed to her at that moment, and how 
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—only a woman, after all ! — she had begun to quail 
inwardly, and to feel afraid before the righteous 
wrath of the two men before her ; for that Louis 
was against her also was evident from something 
indefinable in his look and position, although he 
did not speak. 

Dacre^s manner, too, was quite calm. He seemed 
perfectly unmoved by the contempt she had lavished 
upon him during the course of her story ; and when 
she had j&nished, he, too, kept silence for some 
minutes, until the interval became so awful to 
Beatrice that she felt obliged to break it in some 
manner herself. 

She took up the small bunch of trinkets hanging 
at her watch-chain, and slowly detached from them 
a wedding-ring and its guard — ^a circle of dead gold 
set with three turquoises. 

" There,^^ she said, oflTering them to Dacre, " take 
them back ! I took them off your wife^s cold hand ; 
and now that they have played their part with me I 
can bear to restore them as a token that Laura and 
you are quits at last ! ^' 

X 



Ziir r-iCTr Til' rieni riki: iecideah". "Xo," he 
<ix L. • I -iz. " T "Oii. ticse : I ztTtr will. Yon seem 
-;• ziac-ne liiiir tie ▼t':!!^ lirrsrfxoat lay altogetiher 
■ n :ii 7 ^ii le . Zti i laon oe^er sreik to yon of Captain 
r.- i_». 

T!ie "LL-r-i rjzie :i«:w ibas this man's name liad 
V-jrei TIT -in :f tie raisC \ Beatrice tnined very 
rsCr:. iz.'i j:«:k-rd iu rViciv witii & vague terror in her 
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Ef saw tiac sie w^ks puzzled. " Ton did not know 
:r tier. * "^ ie said. "^ Sie did not tell yon that she 
oi:ae to leave ber hnshand for that man's sake? 
Tii: yc:i r-jund her alone, friendless, and without 
raniey at Brlgiton does not surprise me. It was 
what might have been expected of Bollo. But per- 
haps you can understand now why I must decline 
the wedding-ring which I put once upon your 
si-ter's finger, and why it scarcely strikes me 
;k3 so ivr^ generous of you to forgive me in her 



name/' 



Beatrice had turned from pale to red ; a burning 
jrlow covered ajl her face. She played a moment with 
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the two rings, then refastened them once more to 
her chain. 

^^No doubt/' said Dacre as she did so, with the 
contempt which he felt in his turn, ^^ they must be 
very precious to you as a memento of the sister you 
so loved and respected ! " 

He was sorry for the sneer a moment afterwards, 
but Beatrice deserved it, and she was not without 
words in her own defence. 

^^I see," she said, ^^I have been a little — mis- 
taken ; but, remember, I never saw Laura until 
she was past speaking coherently. She could not 
tell me anything then; and if 1 have done you 
wrong, things certainly looked very black against 
you." 

Not one word of this made the slightest impression 
upon Dacre. He did not care for any slight apology 
that Beatrice might make him. The expression of 
his face had quite changed, and his brown eyes 
were brilliant. He had suddenly grasped the idea 
that he was a free man, and that Lucy was within a 
few miles of him. 

X 2 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

BEOEEN. 

Bbatejce and Louis were left alone. She was 
waiting breathlessly for his first words — bending 
forwards a little, with her eyes fixed eagerly on his 
face, and her beautiful full red lips slightly parted. 
At last they began to tremble, and she said softly, 
^' Oh, Louis ! have you given me up at last V^ 

For the first time he was mute and cold to her 
appeal; and suddenly she threw herself on the 
ground at his feet with a cry, 

^^ Oh, Louis ! Louis Cunningham 1 ^^ she said, 
^' don't cast me off ! I am really your wife — your 
own wife Beatrice I Won't you love me still V^ 
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He shook his head. 

She looked up into his face and read the decision, 
repeated still more pitilessly there in its hard, cold 
expression. She wrung her hands and began to 
sob, though >\'ithout tears, in an almost hysteric 
passion of terror and agony. The attitude she had 
thrown herself into was superb — a splendid despair- 
ing pose, set off by her beautiful dress of silk and 
lace, the gold drops glittering on her handsome 
neck, the crimson flowers in her black hair. 

Louis waited a moment, then quietly lifted her up, 
and put her on one side, 

" A little too theatrical for my taste,^^ he said 
coolly. Ho had become hard as granite to the 
woman to whom up to this hour he had yielded 
willing homage — the one woman Louis Cunningham 
had ever been in love with. 

There stood on the table in the centre of the room 
a little tea service of white china. Louis in that 
very room, two hours before, had taken tea, sitting 
by his wife^s side, and had kissed the hand that 
offered him his cup. His eye fell on the little tea- 
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cup, tliin and fragile as an egg* shell, standing just 
where he had put it down at the beginning of the 
evening. Suddenly he dashed his foot upon it, 
shattering it into a thousand tiny fragments. 

'^ There !" he said; " do you see that ? I could as 
soon pick up those pieces, and make that cup just 
as it was before, as I could gather up and mend my 
old love for you. It is no thanks to you if my 
sister^s heart is not already broken. You have 
stained your hands with an awful sin, Beatrice, 
Look to it r' 

He turned away with the last words, and lefb the 
room, leaving Beatrice quite alone. 

She remained for a long time — ^how long she never 
quite knew— lying just as Louis had left her. She 
had attained her revenge at last, and in doing so had 
also attained to the very bitterest hour of all her life. 
Repent as much as she would, and wish to undo the 
past, it was now too late. How fearfully too late 
Beatrice had yet to learn. 

At last she raised her head and looked round her. 
The room was just as it had been left some hours 
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before; the tea-things were standing abont; the 
lamp was burning brightly; the light seemed so 
comfortable and brilliant, it felt like a mockery in her 
present mood. She got up and extinguished ihe 
lamp, leaving the room to be illuminated only by a 
ray of moonhght which glimmered past the edge of 
the window curtain. 

^^ The darkness is best for such as I am,*' she said 
to herself. Then she threw herself on the sofa and 
sobbed, with her face hidden in the cushions. ^^ He 
will never love me again as he did," she moaned ; 
^^ and I was growing so happy with him ! Laura, I 
have lost all by my mad fidelity to you ! '^ 

At last her ear caught the sound of a horse's hoof 
on the gravel outside. She got up, and, lifting the 
curtain, looked out. By the light of the moon she 
saw Louis ride off" on his favourite horse at a brisk 
pace. 

^^He will never come back,'' she said, despair- 
ingly. " Oh ! if I could only undo the past, and be 
Mrs. Keith on board the ^ Flora Macdonald' once 
more!" 
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Her repentance, so far as it went, was very genu- 
ine; but it was a seliGisli repentance after all. 

And ah, Beatrice ! you will have to learn that, 
though we repent of our sins, we cannot repair the 
mischief they have caused. Only One can do that, 
and He will do it only in His own way and at His 
own time. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 



XH£ SJU>PE OF THE HILL. 



H»3W bright the stars looked that night, and how 
srlorioQslv the moon shone ! There was no wind — 
none — not a breath. But what mattered the intense, 
oppressive heat ? What would have signified cold, 
thirst, hunger, anything at that moment to Dacref 
Was not Lucy there before him, beckoning him on ? 
She was as vivid and distinct to his mind^s eye as 
if she had really been there in bodily presence 
hovering before his horse^s head as he rode on. He 
could see the lovely silky ripples of her hair — the 
hair which he had always admired so much — ^the 
little head set so gracefully upon her shoulders — ^the 
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sweet face smiling as only Lacy could smile — ^for 
him. 

Dacre had seen during his life many far more 
beautiful women than Lucy ; but not one of them 
could have been to him what she was. She was 
simply "Lucy," and no other did he want — no 
one else, however lovely or fascinating — Lucy just 
as she was, and Lucy only. 

When a man loves in this unreasoning way, the 
lady of his choice need have no fears of any rival. 
She is queen of his heart, let what will come, and no 
other can ever dispute her sovereignty. 

Dacre rode fast. The road lengthened behind him, 
Bhortened in front. How short it was growing now ! 
How near he was to the end ! 

The mountains were on his left hand. He caught 
glimpses of them now and then between the hills 
among which he was riding, but he knew that he 
should not see them in their full glory until he 
crested the hill which looked down on Maungarewa, 
for of course he meant to take the shortest track. 
Who would go round another mile, however easy the 
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waj 2i::r'!ir ce. widi suii an. end in rieir ? Certain]^ 
net E>acre. 

lu 7*i;§ eLev?n. o^cIock whoL lie began to aaoenid 
cliac hiZ. Wiold Ite ffri^i dtsn np^ or would tike 
Haczi^TvrewTi licixseiiold hare all redzed qmetlj to 
rcsc ? He w:^ &rraid so ; and ret be knew tbat Mr. 
CTinrrrg^ATn w^^ girea to shting np late on a bot 
nigh:: Like tnis, anoking in tbererandab or anywbere 
be &zicied was the coolest. 

WiiK Hr. Canningfaam, Dacre bad no fears of a 
rejection. He knew that Mr. Cnnningbam would 
be well pleased to bear of bis attaebment to Lucy. 

The brow of tbe bill at last^ and tbe great moim- 
tain range burst npon bim in its everlasting splen- 
dour. Bat tbe bonse was in sigbt^ and be bad no 
eyes for anytbing else. He beld bis breatb for a 
moment as be looked downwards^ and tben witb a 
sigb of relief became aware tbat tbere was more 
tban one ligbt still sbining firom its different 
windows. 

Tbe terror lest be sbould see tbem extinguisbed, 
as be gazed^ sent bim down tbe slope witb a firesh 
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impulse of eagerness — a fresh touch of the spur to 
his horse. But it was a steep bit of ground and 
rocky — ^not exactly suited to a night ride. Dacre's 
horse stumbled^ slipped^ picked itself up again; 
went all right for a few paces further ; then, as its 
master looked away once more to the lights below 
him, suddenly took the opportunity, stumbled again, 
and fell, rolling over Dacre and crushing in his side I 

^^* ^^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^^ 

A blank of utter darkness, and then a slow creep- 
ing back to life — ^life once more, for a short space 
of suffering. The cup which seemed so full of 
sweetest nectar a little while ago was nearly empty 
now : only the last few drops — ^how bitter ! — ^re- 
mained to drink. 

With his own clear surgical knowledge, Dacre 
became aware that he was dying 1 He could 
not move or raise himself in the least ; but his fall 
had left him on nis back, with his face turned up 
to the night sky, and when his senses slowly xe- 
tnmed to him, the first thing he was conscious of 
was the heaven above and the stars. They looked 
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bri^l:er than ever, and the great arch seemed 
^reaier and more solemn than ever before. 

So. tcOy did the mountains on the left— exqm- 
«:cly. misrily purple in the moonlight — glorious, 
ex-erls^nzg hills I They looked down, calndy and 
5«:'rmi:Iy. on this little nnit of humanity wnthing 
b-ncii:! :::-:ir:. and stvmed to hush the awful cry of 
ir.^.::>ji in Li- hrar:, for as Dacre lay he could see 
>' .s:inirirewa bcnv^th him. The house — the windows 
>i.:rii:^ s:ill — ^lay clear before his eyes. He coold 
>oe :}■.;: wiiiiow of Luct's room — could see a shadow 
rli55^ fr::i: >:ie to side upon the blind. So near, and 
v;:: >.' ut:^'rly separated from him now ! It seemed 
,ss:'r.;::ci: sH tlie life within him threw itself into one 
iTTOA* *rrv cf aironT at the siffht, and he Cunted once 






***** 

A::::>.;r w-^arr. painful resurrection after a longer 

sy»?i^v .: :.:v.i-. snd the stars were looking at him 

</•'; v'>.. :r,;.s*i briiThi ssars! And oh, those lovely 

V:0 r,\Vx< s: f*r sway! ^\^lat was it they were 
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Something that grew upon him more and more 
clearly as the hours of the night slipped by. 

Dacre was very near Home \ his feet had nearly 
reached the gates of the Golden City whose corner- 
stone is Christ. Surely some faint reflex of the 
radiance^ some dim echo of the eternal harmony, was 
wafted to him that night, through the mountains 
and the stars, to bind up the broken heart — for, 
as far as this life went, he was broken-hearted. 
Every hope that he had cherished seemed to have 
slipped from him one by one. This last ride of his — 
what was it but the crowning failure of it all ? But 
what matter ? What was it he was losing after all ? 
The desire of life was failing now with Dacre; and 
as these earthly shadows grew dim to his eyes, the 
great eternal realities began to unveil themselves 
more and more clearly before him. It seemed as 
though the meaning of his life, and all that he had 
ever gone through, was gradually unrolling before 
his inward vision, and the love of Christ our 
Redeemer was being made plain to him as he 
had never seen it before. Deep peace flowed slowly 
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into his heart — a peace that nothing could shake. 
In the paroxysms of agony he passed through as 
he lay helpless there, and in his moments of relief 
from pain, it was still with him, making him more 
than conqueror. 

He could look down at last at the little window 
beneath him, and see the light extinguished there 
quite calmly. 

As he lay alone, during those long, weary night- 
watches, it was as though the whole of his life came 
up in review before him. Dacre had been an orphan 
ever since he could remember; not the faintest 
image of either father or mother lingered on his 
memory; but he was a little child again, in his 
uncle's house, and stood — 

*' Knee deep in mountain grass, 
And heard his native breezes pass, 
And mnlets babbling down the glen." 

It seemed to him that he really felt the cool breeze 
upon his hot brow ; and the murmur of the stream, 
where he used to spend whole days trout-fishing, 
was in his ears as well. 



I 
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Then he was a boy at Eton, playing in a cricket- 
match at Lord's, and oh, so proud of the laurels he 
had won there ! Very perishable laurels — ^long since 
sere and withered ! He was at Oxford — he was 
studying for the profession he had chosen — not of 
necessity — for with Dacre money had always been 
plentiful — ^but because he loved work, and was 
miserable idle. 

Then the lights grew brighter, as the darker 
shadows brought them out into stronger relief. He 
was in the midst of his infatuation for Laura — 
governess, then, in his uncle's household. He was 
^'drinking the cup of a costly death.'' He was 
passing through the gradual fading of his illusions 
after his marriage. She had left him for Eollo. 
He had given up the army; had worked hard among 
the* poor of a large English town ; had, lastly, taken 
passage in the ship ^^ Flora Macdonald " — the ship 
which had been a fatal one to him, and where he 
had come under the influence of the attraction 
which had power to hold him to New Zealand ever 
since. 

Y 



^'r.T* rtL siL^, xMiiFkr Away. 
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.-e^ irm. tne pus eune op and looked 
K 7acT* lE^ le ^7 rns?*. Scoe rf them spoke to 
I :r n .d "H.TTT'-ar x^neK i£&i kamds, manT of wliich 
vr« tirsc iy vr -r-sr^ toe Mra frr kim to shake. In 
r.:? ittir** as ▼oziiifETM i? exAaziged jokes with his 
. i ^n'lsiicHr :iSLt5?s : Laizra dftshed defiance on him 
■^ai ifcT zT*r»c .TTf'r fves* acd Brflo's dark brows 
5N.vwtf^£ ;n. ijn .MTfr i^r siciiliier. Then, strangelj 
fucicri* 5LZo ,.'aZei£ :ir Crrinxi Meredith; and last 
^ :s^ laey < 3cn r:azifc£ Sure: and beside that the 
*r.:ers ^r:?*w ii^L iad ibcited oax. 

r\tf o^ri: w^^n* i^srii avnr at last — a night that 
iiKi ?*»^jr T«ars to the drimr man — and the dawn, a 
'j:«V'>. refcHj. rraz^rakrent light, spread and bright- 
c&?c 1:1 :ie sir evtrv moment. His head felt 
v-Ik^arvr rcw. ar.d fce wondered dreamily when 
i:id bj wiicci he would be founds and how they 
wc'tt.Ic br^»t ii to Lucy. Would she hear the 
<rcry IWacrice had told him, and know that he 
v^fc? en hU way to her — dying almost at her feet? 
Y«?«^, he could tnxst Louis to tell her all that had 
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He wondered what had become of his horse. It 
had disappeared long since. The sun was up at 
last, and now the glorious sunshine '' smote him on 
the face.'^ 

It must have been very eariy in the morning, but 
lie had lost all count of time, when he saw that the 
house beneath him was astir once more. A girFs 
figure — oh, Dacre, you knew it well !— came out of 
the door at the side facing him, and Lucy stood a 
few moments looking round her and drinking in the 
fresh cool morning air. 

She wore her riding-habit, and when she gathered 
it up with one hand, and walked away, Dacre 
became certain thab she was going to catch her 
horse. 

He was not mistaken. She returned in a short time, 
leading Bobin Hood^ and Mr. Cunningham came out 
of the house and saddled him for her. The English 
mail was in, and Lucy was going to give herself the 
pleasure of an early j'ide to fetch the letters. 

Her father put her on the saddle. Dacre could see 
it all quite plainly from where he lay. 

T 2 
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* 
At the bottom of the hill she pansed a moment^ 

evidently considering which way to take. Her hesi- 
tation only lasted a moment however; then she 
came riding up the slope^ straight as a bird flies^ to 
the spot where he was lying. She did not usually 
choose this way. What subtle instinct urged her to 
do so now ? 

Between Dacre and herself, however, there lay a 
small creek, which must be crossed by any one 
ascending or descending the hill-side. Here she 
stopped to let her horse drink. How little she 
thought that each mouthful of water it swallowed 
answered to another throb of the ebbing life above 
her! 

The suspense while she loitered there was almost 
too much for Dacre, but it was over at last, and she 
came on faster now. 

He could hear her singing an air she had taken a 
great fancy to lately — ^^ The Last Eose of Summer" 
— as Robin Hood breasted the slope. The sweet sad 
notes, which seemed to hover up and precede her, 
were only too mournfully true ! The first roses of 
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Ijucy's sammer fitded with Effie Lennox — ^the last 
went with Dacre ! 

Another moment, and she rose before him — a 
bright vision, with the sunshine on her face and 
rippling hair. 
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CHAPTER XXXII, 

A CHABOE. 
" The glory that is brighter than the gnn." 

Dacre managed to explain everything to her 
gradually, and by a few words at a time, and 
he begged her to forgive Beatrice. 

^^ Poor Beatrice ! ^^ he said. ^^ I thought a few hours 
ago that I never could have done it ; but one sees 
things differently when one is near death.'^ 

So once more Lucy heard and remembered a 
charge from dying lips. 

He would not let her go for help. '^ I should not 
last till you got back/' he said. ^^ Don't leave me 
now!'' 
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As she knelt beside him in the morning sunlight, 
supporting his head, he passed one of his hands, 
which he could still move, over her hair. 

"Your beautiful hair!^' he said; then, ^'Open 
the locket on my watch-guard. . . Do you see that ? 
How soft and bright it is ! ... Do you know when I 
got that precious little lock ? It was the night you 
fainted. . . You never knew.^' 

'^ Ah, yes,'' he went on presently, '^ I have been 
all wrong . . all wrong. I forgot who said that a 
man's life consisteth not in the abundance of the 
things that he possesseth. I coveted you, Lucy, and 
I thought my life was spoiled because I could 
not have you. But He has forgiven me . . . and 
after that nothing seems hard to bear. If He re- 
quires my life — ^my poor worthless life — shall I 
grudge it to Him ? " 

He began to speak with greater difficulty, pausing 
often, and resuming with a greater effort every time 
the broken words. 

''Do you remember," he said, ''the hymn you 

sometimes sing ? — 
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* Dark, dark hath been the midnight. 

But dajspring is at hand. 
And glory, glorj dwelleth 

In ImmanneFs land.' 

The dark night is over now with me. I have 
learnt to see the meaning of the words. There is no 
glory here . . nothing lasts . . nothing satisfies . . 
we thirst with a thirst which no earthly draught 
can slake . . . but I am going where all is real^ and 
the glory is ^brighter than .the sun'. . . You 
won't forget me, Lucy ? . . . and you will come 
soon V^ 

A long pause, and then once more he rallied a 
little, and said brokenly, " Once you sang that on 
board ship . . . I remember . . . your dress was white 
. . . the wind lifted your hair ... I think I always 
loved you from that day. . .'' 

That was all. He lay for some minutes quite 
unconscious, and only roused up for a few moments 
of agony that wrung Lucy's heart. When they 
were over he could not speak. 

But he knew her still, and seemed to comprehend 
the anguish in her face. If he could he would have 
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tried to comfort her; but the power was gone. His 
brown eyes looked at her wistfully, and Lucy under- 
stood their meaning. 

She made a great effort, and steadied her voice. 

^'I will come soon,'^ she said; ''and the Lord 
watch between thee and me while we are absent 
the one from the other 1^^ 

She saw that he was comforted for her. 

How long did this last ? Was it hours, or only 
minutes ? and was he really gone ? She could not 
leave him ; she could only kneel and pray. 

At last a shadow came between her eyes and the 
sun. A horseman, riding down the hill above them 
— ^Louis Cunningham — sprang off, and came to her 
side. He had followed Dacre with early morning 
light, but, alas ! too late. 

Dacre^s eyes opened once more. He knew Louis, 
and made an effort to move one hand. Louis took 
it in his, and Dacre smiled and said — ^yes, Louis 
was sure he caught the words — ''My friend !^^ 
Then he turned his eyes — not sad now, but radiant 
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with a lii^hr brighter thau the moriiiu^ buushine — 
to Lucy, aud with a last struggle to speak^ he said, 
quite cleiirly, " ily wife ! '* 

« * 4e * 4e 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

FORGIVEN. 

" Througli the night-time, while thou sleepest, 
Still I watch the shrouded east." 

Beatrice waited nntil she could bear her solitude 
no longer, then she set oflF alone on her horse to 
Maungarewa. 

Louis was standing in the verandah. He made 
no eflfort to help her to dismount, and the face he 
turned towards her was hard as stone. 

Beatrice's heart died within her. She tried to 
speak, but the words would not come. 

At last she said, ^^ Will nothing soften you ? Is 
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Dacre always to stand between you and me, now 
that I am sorry for the past ?'' 

Louis looked at her sternly. She noticed, for the 
first time, that he was dressed in mourning. ''Be 
as sorry as you like," he answered; "that won't 
bring him back to life again." 

Beatrice sprang off her horse, perfectly awe- 
struck. 

He is not dead?" she gasped out. 
He was buried yesterday," said Louis, and turned 
away. 

He would have left her quite alone, but Lucy 
came from somewhere behind him, and took 
Beatrice's hand and led her into the house. 

Had not Dacre told her to forgive, and must she 
not keep her word ? 

Once within the house, the two women stood and 
looked at one another in silence. As they con- 
fronted each other in the first chapter of the story 
so they once more met, after each had gained some 
bitter experience, and learnt to know the other 
perhaps only too well. 
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Lucy^s face had much pity in it ; Beatrice's was 
almost transformed by an unwonted expression of 
humility. She clung to Lucy's hand like a child. 

'^ Louis,'' said his sister, '^ come here !" 

Louis, who was not far off, followed them into the 
drawing-room. At that time his reverence for his 
sister's sorrow would have made him do anything 
she asked. 

'^ I only wanted to say one thing to you," Lucy 
went on, with the weary intonation she could never 
at times quite banish from her voice again. 
/'Beatrice was left to my charge . . . and I think 
you can fiilfil the trust better than I can." 

Did Dacre forgive me ? " asked Beatrice softly. 
He forgave you entirely," Lucy said; and she 
saw that great tears were running down the other 
woman's cheeks. '^ He was very sorry for you when 
he lay dying." 

" How I injured him ! " Beatrice replied. *' Never 
was greater injustice done than mine to Bylston 
Dacre." 

She sank softly to the ground, and hid her face 
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in the dark folds of her riding-habit. But Lonis 

was conquered at last. There were tears in his eyes 

too ; and he lifted his wife once more to her feet. 
♦ ♦ * * * 

The snrf of the Pacific roars and thnnders not far 
from Dacre's grave ; but it only serves to enhance 
the peace of the little valley where he lies. 

Standing by his grave, Lucy can now look forward 
and feel nothing but a solemn joy at the remem- 
brance of her lost love \ for " He is gone,'* she 
thinks ; ^^ He is happy ; he is singing * Hosanna in 
the Highest!' 



9> 



THE END. 
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MAGNIFICENT ETCHINGS ON STEEL, 
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^f^^HE drawings, etchings, and engravings have been twelve vears in 
""" preparation, and an idea of the importance of this splendid work 
may be gathered from the fact that upwards of twelve hundred and 
fifty thousand francs, or fifty thousand pounds, have beep expended 
on its production, and it has obtained for MM. Hachette the Diplome 
d'Honneur at the Vienna Exhibition. 

The English edition will contain the whole of the X32 steel etchings, and in 
addition some very exquisite woodcut ornaments. 

The Gospel of St. Matthew will contain 41 Steel Etchings. 
The Gospel of St. Mark „ 24 „ 

The Gospel of St. Luke „ 40 „ 

The Gospel of St. John „ 27 

Size, large Imperial quarto. 
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It is intended to publish each Gospel separately, and at intervals of from 
six to twelve months : and in order to preserve uniformity, the price will in 
the first instance be fixed at ;^3 y. each volume. This uniformity of price 
has been determined on the assumption that purchasers will take the whole 
of the four volumes as published ; but, as it will be seen that the Gospels of 
St. Matthew and St. Luke contain more etchings and more letterpress 
than St. Mark and St. John, and are therefore proportionately more costly 
in production, it must be understood that at the expiration of three months 
from the first issue of each of these two volumes, the price (if purchased 
separately) will be raised to four guineas. This extra charge will, however, 
be allowed at any time to all bona fide purchasers of the four volumes. 

The Gospel of St. John, appropriately bound in cloth extra, price ;^3 3*., 
will be the first volume issued, and will be ready for publication shortly. 

Specimen pages of text and etchings may be seen on application to any 
bookseller in town and country, who will be happy to register the names of 
subscribers, eitlierfor each Gospel separately, or for the whole of the Gospels 
as published. 
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'.tr Youths 3y H. M. Stanley. 
, • PRINCE, KING, AND SLAVE. 

A Story from. Central Africa. 
liY HENRY M. STANLEY, 

Author of " How I found Livinjjstone." 

ii 8vo., about 430 pp., with numerous Graphic Illustrations, after Ori- 
ginal Designs by the Author. Cloth, 7J. td. \jn October. 



^or the convenience of those who did not care to pay so high a price as 21J. 
for the original Edition of Mr. Stanley's yfrr/ great Work, it is now 
offered f in a new and elegant binding, with a revised Introductory Chap- 
ter, at 10s. 6d. In thisforrn and at this Price it will fortn an excellent 
School Prize or Christmas Present. 

HOW I FOUND LIVINGSTONE. 

Including Travels, Adventures, and Discoveries in Central Africa, and 
Four Months Residence with Dr. Livingstone. 

BY H. M. STANLEY. 

Numerous Illustrations by Mr. J. B. Zweckbr, Mr. John Jellicoe, and 
other Artists, from Mr. Stanley's own Sketches, with Maps of Route, Phy- 
sical Features, &c. Twelfth Thousand. New issue, in new binding, gilt 
edgea^ extra doth, xos. 6d. [Now recuiy. 

Magnificent Work on the Pottery of all Ages and all Nations. 

HISTORY OF THE CERAMIC ART: 

Descriptive and Analytical Study of the Potteries of all Times 

and.of all Nations. 

BY ALBERT JACQUEMART. 

Author of the "History of Porcelain," "The Wonders of 

Ceramic," &c. 

Two'hundred Woodcuts by H. Catenacci and J. Jacquemart, 12 Steel- 
^te Ejigravings by Jules Jacquemart, and 1,000 Slarks and Monograms. 
Translated by Mrs. Bury Palliser. In i vol., super royal 8vo., of about 
700 pp., cloth extra, gilt edges, 42;. {Nearly ready. 



In One Volume, Demy 8vo., cloth extra, price about \6s. 

THE LAND OF THE WHITE ELEPHANT; 

SIGHTS AND SCENES IN SOUTH EASTERN ASIA. 

A Personal Narrative of Travel and Adventure in Farther India, embracing 
the countries of Burma, Siam, Cambodia, and Cochin-China (187X-72). 

BY FRANK VINCENT, Jun. 

With Map, Plans, and numerous Illustrations. 

[Nearly ready. 
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IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT. 

DR. SCHWEINFURTH'S TRAVELS AND 

DISCOVERIES IN CENTRAL 

AFRICA. 

From x868 to X871. 

Translated by Ellen E. Frewer. With an Introductio 
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ESSRS. Sampson Low & Co. have the pleasure of stating that 
they have completed arrangements \nxh the celebrated African 
Travellerj Dr. Georg Schweinfurth, for the exclusive right to 
publish his new work, entitled — 

THE HEART OF AFRICA. 

OR, THREE years' TRAVELS AND ADVENTURES IN THE UN- 
EXPLORED REGIONS OF THE CENTRE OF AFRICA. 

This is uucjuestionably, in a scientific point of view, one of the most valua- 
ble contributions to a knowledge of the Natural History, Botany, Geography, 
and River System of Central Africa that has ever appeared ; but its chief 
interest will consist in the personal adventures of the author amongst un- 
known tribes, and wanderings in lands hitherto unexplored. The Doctor 
carries his reader into a veritable wonderland, full of peculiar customs, and 
where his experiences have been of the most eventful nature. The district 
explored embraces a wide tract of country extending southward from the 
Meschera on the Bahr el Ghazal, and betwixt the xoth and 3rd degrees of 
north latitude. 

The present work cannot fail to be of most unusual interest to general 
readers ; inasmuch as it will include adventures in an unknown country 
amongst cannibals and pygmies, the discovery and exploration of twenty-two 
hitherto quite unknown rivers, the wonderful land of the Monbuttoo, his re- 
ception by King Munza, horrible cannibalism, fights with natives and struggles 
with wild animals, adventures on rivers, on mountains, and in jungles ; and, 
in short, experiences of the most novel and startling kind that could be 
imagined in an unknown and savage country. 

The work will form two volumes, demy Bvo., ofupwardsof 500 pages each, 
and will be illustrated by about 130 woodcuts from drawings made by the 
author — comprising figures of different races of men ; animals, domestic and 
wild ; remarkable fish and snakes ; varieties of trees, plants, and fruits ; 
landscapes ; forest scenery ; watered plains ; episodes of the journey ; canni- 
bal feasts and dances ; fording rivers ; villages and huts ; night encamp- 
ments ; meetings with chieftains ; weapons of war, &c. &c. ; with maps and 
plans. 

// is proposed that the work shall be published in England and Anterica 
(in English), and in the respective languages 0/ Gerfnany, France ^ Russia, 
Italy^ drT., simultaneously, and arrangements are now in progress for this 
purpose ; and the Publishers Jwpe to nave it ready for publication during 
the present Autumn. 
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Important New Work by Professor Guyot. 

PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY. 
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Including the time of his Residence at her father's house, "The Briars." 
By Mrs. Abell (late Miss Elizabeth Balcombe). Third Edition. Revised 
throughout with additional matter by her daughter^ Mrs. Charles John- 
stone. X Volume, demy 8vo. With Steel Portrait of Mrs. Abelf, and 
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The Guardian says of " Little Women,** that it is—" A bright, cheerful, 
healthy story — with a tinge of thoughtful gravity about it which reminds 
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" This is a valuable history of the Maori war." — Standard. 
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price. 
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Anecdotes of the Queen and Royal Family, collected and 
edited by J. G. Hodgins, with Illustrations. New edition, revised by 
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Angell (J. K.) A Treatise on the Law of Highways. Svo. 
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Around the World. See Prime. 
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Bamum (P. T.) Struggles and Triumphs. Crown 8vo. 
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Barrington (Hon. and Rev. L.J.) From Ur to Macpelah; 
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THE BAYARD SERIES. Comprising Plea- 
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The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. By M. De Berville. 
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Vathek : An Oriental Romance. By William Beckford. 
The King and the Commons : a Selection of Cavalier and 

Puritan Song. Edited by ProC Morley. 

Words of Wellington : Maxims and Opinions of the Great 
Duke. 

Dr. Johnson's Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia. With Notes. 
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The Religio Medici, Hydriotaphia, and the Letter to a 
Friend. By Sur Thomas Browne, Knt. 

Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By Robert Buchanan. 

Coleridge's Christabel, and other Imaginative Poems. With 
Preface by Algernon C Swinburne. 

Lord Chesterfield's Letters, Sentences and Maxims. 
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St. Beuve, of the French Academy. 

Essays in Mosaic. By Thos. Ballantyne. 
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A suitable Case containing 12 volumes^ Price yLS. 6d, ; or the Case separate, 
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Extracts from Literary Notices. 
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contained a translation of the Knight without Fear and without Reproach 
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complete English libraries. These little square-shaped volumes contain, 
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— Pall Mall Gazette. " We have here two more volumes of the series 
appropriately called the ' Bayard,' as they certainly are * sans reproche.* 
Of convenient size, with clear typography and tasteful binding, we know 
no other little volumes which make such good gift-books for persons of 
mature age.** — Examiner. '* St. Louis and his companions, as described 
by Joinville, not only in their glistening armour, but in their every-day 
attire, are brought nearer to us, become intelligible to us, and teach us 
lessons of humanity which we can learn from men only, and not from saints 
and heroes. Here lies the real value of real history. It widens our minds 
and ovu: hearts, and ^ves us that true knowledge of the world and of 
human nature in all its phases which but few can gain in the short span 
of their own life, and in tne narrow sphere of their friends and enemies. 
We can hardly imagine a better book for boys to read or for men to 
ponder over." — Times. 
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Eating. Post 8vo. ^s. 6d. 

Bickersteth's Hjrmnal Companion to Book of Common 
Prayer. 

Thejbllowirtg Editions are now ready : — 

s. d. 
No. X. A Small-type Edition, medium 32mo. cloth limp o 6 
No. z. B ditto roan limp, red edges . . x o 

No. I. C ditto morocco limp, gilt edges . . 2 o 

No. 2. Second-size type, super-royal 32mo. cloth limp ., x o 
No. 2. A ditto roan limp, red edges . . 20 

No. 2. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges . . 30 

No. 3. Large-type Edition, crown Svo. cloth, red edges ..36 
No. 3. A ditto roan limp, red edges ..36 

No. 3. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges ..56 

No. 4. Large-type Edition, crown Svo. with Introduction 

and Notes, cloth, red edges 36 

No. 4. A ditto roan limp, red edges . . 46 

No. 4. B . ditto morocco, gilt ede^es ..66 

No. 5. Crown Svo. with accompanying Tunes to every 

Hymn, New Edition 30 

No. 5. A ditto with Chants 40 

No. 5. B The Chants separately 16 

No. 6. Penny Edition. 

Fcap. 4to. Organists' edition. Qoth, 7s. 6d 



» 



« 



I* A liberal allowance is -made to Clergymen introducing 



the HymnaL 



The Book of Common Prayer, bound with The Hymnal Com- 
panion. 32mo. cloth, 9^. And in various superior bindings. 



14 SiM3m^s9m Low and Co.'s 



(P. L».) Miss Dorothy's Charg^e. 3 yoIs. 31J. 6d. 
Biaxt (L».) Adrentores of a Toang Naturalist. (See 

Bickefsteth (Rev. E. H^ 1C.A.) The Master's Home- 
Can : Or. Brief Memorials oi Alice Frances Bickersteth. 3rd 
Editwa. xrrmx doch gik. xx. 

*' TVey recall in a tnochiag Banner a diaracter of which the religious 
beaotr Itts a wanath and grace almost too tender to be definite." — The 



The Shadow of the Rock. A Selection of Reli- 

poos Poetry. xSbkv Qoth extra. 2s: 6d, 

Bii^elow (John) France and Hereditary Monarchy. 8vo. 3^. 
Bishop (J. L.) History of American Manufacture. 3 vols. 

(J. P.) Pirst Book of the Law. 8vo. i/. is. 

Bits of Talk about Home Matters. By H. H. Fcap. Svo. 

ckth filt edgesw yt. 
Black (Wm.) Unifonn Editions : 
^— ^ Kilmeny : a Novel. Small Post Svo. cloth, df. 

In Silk Attire. 3rd and cheaper edition, small post 



Sra 6s. 



*| A work which desenres a hearty welcome for its skill and power in 
delineabon of character. " — Saturday Review. 

" A very charming book." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

" As a story it is all absorbing." — Spectator. 

A Daughter of Heth. nth and cheaper edition, 



crown 8vo., cloth extra. 6*. With Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 

" If humour, sweetness, and pathos, and a story told with simplicity 
and vigour, ought to insure success, ' A Daughter of Heth ' is of the 
kind to deserve it." — Saturday Reviev). 

" The special genius of the book is the conception of such a character 
ais Coquette's." — Spectator. 

"An inviting title, agreeable writing, humour, sweetness and a fresh 
natural style are combined." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

** The ' Daughter of Heth ' is a novel of real power and promise." — 
Standard. 

Black (C. B.) New Continental Route Guides. 

Guide to the North of France, including Nor- 
mandy, Brittany, Touraine, Picardy, Champagne, Burgundy, 
Lorrame, Alsace, and the Valley of the Loire ; Belgium and Holland ; 
the Valley of the Rhine to Switzerland ; and the South- West of 
Germany, to Italy by the Brenner Pass. Illustrated with numerous 
Maps and Plans. Crown 8vo., cloth limp. 8j. (>d. 

Guide to Normandy and Brittany, their Celtic 



Monuments, Ancient Churches, and Pleasant Watering- Places. Illus- 
trated with Maps and Plans. Crown 8vo., cloth limp, is. 6d, 



List of Ptibiicatiens. i S 

Black (C. B.) New Continental Route Guides. 

Guide to the North-East of France, including 

Picardy, Champasne, Burgundy, Lorraine, and Alsace ; Belgium and 
Holland ; the "valley of the Rhine, to Switzerland ; and the South- West 
of Germany, to Itsdy, by the Brenner Pass, with Description of 
Vienna. lllustrat«l with Maps and Plans. Crown 8vo., cloth limp. 

Paris, and Excursions from Paris. Illustrated 

with numerous Maps, Plans, and Views. Small post 8vo. cloth limp, 
price 2f . 6d. 

Guide to the South of France and to the North 



of Italy : including the Pyrenees and their Watering-Places ; the Health 
Resorts on the Mediterranean from Perpienan to Genoa ; and the towns 
of Turin, Milan, and Venice. Illustrated with Maps and Plans. Small 
post 8vo., cloth limp, 5r. 

Switzerland and the Italian Lakes. Small post Svo. 



price 2f . 6d. 



Blackburn (H.) Art in the Mountains : the Story of the 

Passion Play, with upwards of Fifty Illustrations. Svo. xsj. 

Artists and Arabs. With numerous Illustrations. Svo. 

•js. 6d. 

Harz Mountains : a Tour in the Toy Country. 



"^^th numerous Illustrations. 12s. 

Normandy Picturesque. Numerous Illustrations. 



8vo. 16s. 

Travelling in Spain. With numerous Illustrations. 



8vo. 16s. 



Travelling in Spain. Guide Book Edition i2mo. 

as. 6d. 

The Pyrenees. Summer Life at French Watering- 



Places. 100 Illustrations by Gustavb Dore. Royal Svo. i8x. 
Blackmore (R. D.) Lorna Do one. New edition. Crown, 



8vo. df. 
(( 

does 



The reader at times holds his breath, so graphically yet so simply 
> John Ridd tell his tale . . . . * Lorna Doone ' is a work of real 

excellence, and as such we heartily commend it to the public.'*— .^rt/Kn^ 

Review. 



Cradock No well. 2nd and cheaper edition. 6^. 
Clara Vaughan. Revised edition. 6j. 
Georgics of Virgil. Small 4to. 4^. 6d, 



Blackwell (E.) Laws of Life. New edition. Fcp. 3x. 6d, 
Boardman's Higher Christian Life. Fcp. is. 6d. 
Bonwick (J.) Last of the Tasmanians. Svo. i6s. 
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Bonwick J.) Daily Life of the Tasmanians. 8vo. 12s, 6d. 

— - Curious Pacts of Old Colonial Days. i2mo. doth. 



Book of Common Prayer with the Hjrmnal Companion. 

3amo. cloth, gd. And in various bindinj^s* 

Books suitable for School Prizes and Presents. (Fuller 
description of each book will be found in the alphabet.) 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist, -js. 6d, 

on Great Hunting Grounds. $5, 

Allcott's Aunt Jo's Scrap-bag. y 6d. 

Old Fashioned Girl. 3*. 6d, 

Little Women, y. 6d. 

Little Men. 3*. 6ti. 

Shawl Straps. 3^. 6d. 

Anecdotes of the Queen, ^r. 
Atmosphere (The). By Flammarion. 30*. 
Bickersteth (Rev. E. H.) Shadow of the Rock. as. 6d. 
Butler's Great Lone Land. 7; . 6</. 

Cradock No well. dr. 

Clara Vaughan. 6*. 

Bayard Series (See Bayard.) 

Blackmore's Lorna Doone. 6s. 

Changed Cross (The). 2s. 6d. 

Child's Play. 7*. 6d. 

Christ in Song. 5^. 

Craik (Mrs.) Adventures of a Brownie. 5^. 

Little Sunshine's Holiday. 4*. 

Craik (Miss) The Cousin from India. 4J. 
Dana's Corals and Coral Islands. 21^. 

Two Years before the Mast. dr. 

Davies's Pilgrimage of the Tiber, i&r. 

De "Witt (Mad.) An Only Sister. 4J. 

Erkmann-Chatrian's, The Forest House, y. 6d, 

Faith Gartney. 3^. 6d. cloth; boards, is. 6d. 

Favell Children (The). 4J. 

Favourite English Poems. 300 Illustration, axs. 

Franc's Emily's Choice. 5;. 

Marian. 5*. 

Silken Cord. 5*. 

• Vermont Vale. 5* 

— — ^ Minnie's Mission. 
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Books for School Prizes and Presents, continued, 
QAyworthjfs (The). 3f. &£ 
Gentle Life, (Queoi Edition), xor. dtL 
Gentle Lrife Series. (JStt Alphabet). 
Gettinif on in the World. 6f. 
Glover's Lright of the Word. sx. &^ 
Hsyes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold. fa. 
Healy (Miss) The Home Theatre. 3^. U. 
Henderson's Latin Proverbs, xor. (xL 
Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. xor. ^ 

t» •* »» ^• 

Jsck Hazard, by Trowbridge. 3X. &/. 
Kingston's Ben Burton. 3^. &^ 
Kennan's Tent Life. 6f. 

King's Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. (Sx. 
LrO^v's Edition of American Authors, u. td, and ax. each. 33 

Vols, published. See Alphabet under Low. 
Ljrra Sacra Americana. 4x. 6cL 
Mscgregor (John) Rob Roy Books. (JSee Alphabet) 
Marigold Manor, by Miss Waring. 41. 
Maury's Physical Geography of the Sea fa. 
Parisian Family. 5X. 
Phelps (Miss) The Silent Partner. 5X. 
Picture Gallery British Art. xax . 

Sacred Art. \is. 

Ready, O Ready. By Captain Allston, R.N. 3J. &/. 
Reynard the Fox. 100 Exquisite Illustrations. 7; fid. 
Sea-Gull Roclc 79 Beautiful Woodcuts. ^5. 6d. 
Stanley's How I Found Livingstone, six. 
Stowe (Mrs.) Pink and White Tyranny. 3X. 6d, 

Old Town Folks. Cloth extra 6x. and ax. 6<L 

Minister s Wooing, sx. ; boards, ix. 64, 

■ Pearl of Orr's Island, sx. 

My W^ife and I. fix. 

Tauchnitz's German Authors. See Tauchnitx. 
Tayler (C. B.) Sacred Records, ax. f>d. 
Titcomb's Letters to Young People, ix. 6d, and ax. 
Twenty Years Ago. 4X. 
Under the Blue Sky. 7X. 6d. 
Verne's Meridiana. 7X. 6d. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. lox. 6d. 

Whitnc3r's (Mrs.) Books. See Alphabet. 

Bowles (T. G.) The Defence of .Paris, narrated as it was 
Seen. 8vo. 14X. 

B 
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BU,. DJDl) lCa«7 of tibe United States, 



air JTtwir ^" -i^jpsiZ. aftr JEarfBcr ^Ltwm, A^, 

Bcadfezfi ^HTnx. I! me JkzctK Kelsons. IDiistnted. with 
Pb miiyj pia> akot xk an Arc Froectfua to Gcceafaad. Widi Descr^ 
IKaBazxve 'tt :£te Aetxac. fix Chae V^ami^ rorai bt w u hide , 35 indies 
». 'irmiifi i ib r bonad. in. imiimt,! ! ! ffitn^ pace Tventj-fivc &iuu 



(Ptednka) UGe^ LettcfSy and Poatlmnkoiis V\forics. 



(S.) Notes on Tachts. Fqiu dc 



Basted tC. A.) Five Tcais in an English University. 



Broke (Adndnl Sir B. V. P^ Bait., K.C.B.) Biography 

Biuth ei s Rawtaan. See Bickmann Chatrian. 

Browning (Mis. B. B.) The Rhyme of the Duchess May. 

Drmcf 4DX. IliBStxated wi^ E^^ Fhotosraphs» after Drawings by 
Ottrfattr M. B, MondL sul 

Brniitt (B.) The Black Conntiy and its Green Border 

Lrfuid : or. ^'P***^***** ^^1 Exploiations roond Bxnningliam, Wbhrcr* 
he By £iJHU BcKSTTT. Second and dieapered^on. Post 



SvoL 61:. 



A Walk from London to Lpand's End. With Hlos- 

8tol 6f. 



The Lrectnres and Speeches of Elihu Burritt. 

FcpL 8tol doth, 6g. 

Burroaghs (John). Ste V^ake Robin. 

Bash (R. J.) Reindeer, Dogs, and Snow Shoes : a Jotunal 

of Siberian TraveL Svo. las. td. 
Bush Fighting. See Alexander (Sir J. E.) 
Bushnell's (Dr.) The Vicarious Sacrifice. Post 8va 7^. 6d, 
Sermons on Living Subjects. Crown Svo. cloth. 



js. 6d. 

Nature and the ^Supernatural. Post Svo. jx. 6d. 

Christian Nurture. 3J. 6d, 

Character of Jesus. 6d, 

The New Life. Crown Svo. 3J. 6d, 
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fiatler (W. P.) The Great Lone Land ; an Account of the 

Red RiTer Expedidon, 1869-1870, and Subsequent Travels and Adven> 
tares in the Manitoba Country, and a Winter Toumev acnvss the Sas- 
katchewan Valley to the Rocky Mountains. With Illustrations and 
Map. Fifth and Cheaper^ Ediuon. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ^s. bd. 
(The first 3 Editions were in 8vo. cloth, i&r.) 

The Times says :— " He describes easily and forcibly. He has a sym- 
pathy with the beautiful as well as a sense of the ridictilous. But his 
prejudices and his egotism are merely the weaknesses of a frank, hearty 
nature, and we have a personal liking for him when we take leave of him 
at the end of his wanderings." 

" The tone of this book is altogether delightful and refreshing." — S^c 
tator. 

** The impressioa left on the mind by his narrative is one of profound 
interest." — Morning Post. 

** This is one of the freshest and most interesting books of travel that 
we have had the pleasure of reading for some time past." —Examiner. 

"There is a deliehtful breeziness and vigour about Captain Butler's 
style of writing." — Leeds Mercury, 

** His fascinating volume .... not only exciting, but instructive 
reading."— /*«// Mall Gagette. 

** Captain Butler writes with rare spvnt** —Nonconformist. 




ALIPORNIA. ^e*^ Nordhoff. 

Carlisle (Thos.) The Unprofessional Vaga- 
bond. By Thomas Carlisle (Haroun Alraschid), with 
Sketches from the Life of John Carlisle. Fcap. 8vo. 
Fancy boards, xs. 

Changed Cross (The) and other Religious Poems. 2J-. 6d. 

Child's Play, with 16 coloured drawing by E. V. B. An 
entirely new edition, printed on thick paper, with tints, js. 6d. 

Chefs-d'oeuvre of Art and Master-pieces of Engraving, 

selected from the celebrated Collection of Prints and Drawings in the 
British Museum. Reproduced in Photography by Stephen Thompson. 
Imperial folio, Thirty-eight Photographs, cloth gilt. 4/. i\s. 6d. 

China. See Illustrations of. 

Choice Editions of Choice Books. New Editions. Illus- 
trated by C W. Cope, R.A, T. CresMrick, R.A., Edward Duncan, 
Birket Foster, J. C. HorsIey,A.R.A., George Hicks, R. Rederave, R.A., 
C. Stonehouse,^ F. Taylor, George Thomas, H. J. Townsnend, E. H. 
Wehnert, Harrison Weir, &c. Crown Svo. cloth, $s. each ; mor. lof. 6d 



Bloomiield's Farmer's Boy. 
Campbell's Pleasures of Hope. 
Cundall's Elizabethan Poetry. 
Colerid^'s Ancient Mariner. 
Goldsmith's Deserted Village. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 



Keat's Eve of St. Agnes. 
Milton's I'Allegro. 
Rogers' Pleasures of Memory. 
Shsucespeare's Sones and Sonnets. 
Tennyson's May Queen. 
Weir's Poetry of Nature. 



Gray's Elegy in a Churchyard. i Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 



so SdM^SJM ZjfW iOti CfSs 

^riir*^ in. Sciiig. BEymxis of TrninanugJ» sriecterl fitnn aH Ages^ 
with ^ase& By Philjf S'Hapf. D.D. Crowit Svol taned papa; 
beami&ily tu r iii i rti at die Onswick. PresK. With. TTwial Xj>*rm^rm. am^ 
OnBments za± hanitsnmeiy bound. 2Keir F^trtrnw ^ 

OtrnitafreL .SarBaTacd 



idf mnstzated Books. 
C hroniclrrf of Caadie of Amefroy. 4tQ. With. FfLotngr^ilik 

Claia Vangitaxx. iir BTacfcmage, 

ColBii (G. C) Oor New IHT^ Rooxxd tiie ^ITasid. Svo. I2r. 



C onininiis Preaervmtioii ('Prize Essa^ on), written in compe- 
txtxan. fixr ^* '-»■'* ofipted by ELesbt W. Psxk, ^-^ Sim. 14&. 



Compton Friars, hj die AutTtor of Marj PowidL Cr. Svo. 
Conztahip and a Camp^gn; a Stonr of the Milanese Yc^nn- 

af r366, ander GarilaldL By M. Dax-cc 2 vols. cr. Sva. xlc 



Cmdock NowelL Sae Blackmore. 

QaSk (ICrs.) The Adventnres of a Brownie, br die AntlKMr 

of ^ John Halffax, GmtTeman." With mxmeroas Oostations by Mis5 
PATESsoir. Square dioth^ extra gilt edgeSb 51: 

A Caprtal Bock Sbr a School Prize £br Childrax from Seven to Fourteen. 
Little Sunshine's Holiday ( forming \qL 1. of the 



John H^IrfaT Series of Girls' Books). Small post Stol 4J:. 

John Halifu Series. Sx Girls' Books. 

Poems. Crown, cloth, 5^. 



(Georgiana M.) The Constn from India, formii^ 

VoL 2. of John HalifaT Scries. Small post Sto. 4Jl 

Without Kith or Kin. 3 toIs. crown Stol, 31J. 6d, 

Hero Trcvelyan. 2 Vols. Post 8vo. 2ix. 



Craik's American Millwright and MiQer. With nnmerous 

IIhistratioii& 8tol zL is. 

Cruise of " The Rosario. Set Markham (A. H.). 
Cummins (Maria S.) Haunted Hearts (Low's Copjri^t 

Series). i6mo. boards^ ix. 6d. ; doth, as. 

Curtis's History of the Constitution of the United States. 

2 rols. Sra 24s. 
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ALTON (J. C.) A Treatise on Physiology and 
Hygiene for Schools, Families, and Colleges, with 
numerous Illustxations. js. 6d, 

Dana (R. H.) Two Years before the Mast and 
Twenty-four years After. New Edition, with Notes imd Revisions, 
zamo. 6f. 

Dana (Jas. D.) Corals and Coral Islands. Numerous 

Illustrations, charts, &c. Royal 8vo. cloth extra, au. 

"This handsome book is of a kind imfortunately too rare. An eminent 
traveller and naturalist has here endeavoured to present a popular account 
of a subject in which he has been one of the foremost investigators. . . . 
Professed geologists and zoologists, as well as general readers, will find 
Professor Dana's book in every way worthy of their attention." — Thg 
Athenaumy Oct 12, 1872. 

•* That his work is likely to be more popular than most accounts of the 
corals and coral polypes that we have seen, we have no doubt whatever." 
— Saturday Review. 

Darley (Felix O. C.) Sketches Abroad with Pen and 

Pencil, with 84 Illustrations on Wood. Small 4to. 7^. 6d. 

Daughter (A) of Heth, by Wm. Black. Eleventh and Cheaper 
edition, x vol. crown 8vo. 6s. 

Davies (Wm.) The Pilgrimage of the Tiber, from its 

Mouth to its Source ; with some account of its Tributaries. 8vo., with 
many very fine Woodcuts and a Map, cloth extra. \xZs. 

" Et terram Hesperiam venies, ubi Lydius arva 
Inter opima virdm leni fluit agmine Tibris." 

Virgil, JEn. II., 781. 

Devonshire Hamlets ; Hamlet 1603, Hamlet 1604. I Vol. 

8vo. ys. 6d. 

De Witt (Madame Guizot). An Only Sister. Vol. V. 

of the "John Halifax" Series of Girls' Books. With Six Illustrations* 
Small post 8vo. cloth. 4s. 

Dhow-Chasing. See Sulivan. 

Draper (John W.) Human Physiology. Illustrated with 

more than 300 Woodcuts from Photographs, &c. Royal 8vo. cloth 
extra, i/. ss. 

Dream Book (The) with 12 Drawings in facsimile by £. V. B. 

Med. 4to. i/. lis. 6d. 

Duer's Marine Insurance. 2 vols. 3/. 3.r. 

Duplais and McKennie, Treatise on the Manufacture and 
Distillation of Alcoholic Liquors. With numerous Engravings. 
8vo. 2/. zs. 

Duplessis (G.) Wonders of Engraving. With numerous 

Illustrations and Photographs. 8vo. izs. 6d» 
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Dussauce (Professor H.) A New and Complete Treatise 

on the Art of Tanning. Royal 8vo. 2/. 2X. 

General Treatise on the Manufacture of Vinegar. 



8Ta x/. IX. 






NGLISH Catalogue of Books (The) Published 
during i86j to 1871 includve, comprising also the Important 
American Fublications. 



This Volume, occupying over 450 Pages, shows the Titles 
of 33,000 New Books and New Editions issued during Nine 
Yeaurs, with the Size, Price, and Publisher's Name, the Lists of Learned 
Societies, Printing Clubs, and other Litersuy Associations, and the Books 
issued by them ; as also the Publisher's Series and Collections— altogether 
forming an indispensable adjunct to the Bookseller's Establishment, as 
well as to every Learned and Literary Club and Association, yos. half- 
bound. 

%* The previous Volume, 1835 to 1862, of which a very few renuun oa 
sale, price 2/. $s. ; as also the Index Volume, 1837 to 1857, price xl. 6s. 

Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, 3^. 6d, each ; 1866, 



S867 to 1872, $s. each. 



Writers, Chapters for Self-improvement in English 

Literature ; by the aumor of "The Gentle Life." 6s. 

Erckmann - Chatrian, Forest House and Catherine's 

Lrovers. Crown 8vo y. 6d. 

The Brothers Rantzau: A Story of the Vosges. 




2 vols, crown 8vo. doth. 21s 

AITH GARTNEY'S Girlhood, by the Author of 
"The Gayworthys.'* Fcap. with Coloturd Frontispiece. 3*. 6d. 

Favourite English Poems. New and Extended 

Edition, with 300 illustrations. Small 4to. 21s. 

Favell (The) Children. Three Little Portraits. Crown i2mo. 

Four Illustrations. Cloth gilt. 4^. 

" A very useful and clever story." — ^oAh Bull. 

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, sewed. 

IS. 

Fields (J. T.) Yesterdays with Authors. CrownSvo. los, 6d, 

Fleming's (Sandford) Expedition. See Ocean to Ocean. 

Flammarion (C.) The Atmosphere. Translated from the 
French of Camille Flammarion. Edited by James Glaishbr, 
F.R.S., Superintendent of the Magnetical and Meteorological Depart- 
ment of the Royal Observatory at Greenwich. With 10 beautiful 
Chromo-Lithographs and 81 woodcuts. Royal 8vo. cloth extra, bevelled 
boards. 30;. 
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Franc (Maude Jeane) Emily's Choice, an Australian Tale. 
X ToL small post 8vo. With a Frontispiece by G. F. Angas. 5^ . 

Marian, or the Light of Some One's Home. Fcp. 




3rd Edition, with Fronti^iece. 5^ . 

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 5j. 

Vermont Vale. Small post 410., with Frontispiece. 51. 

Minnie's Mission. Small post 8vo., with Frontis- 
piece. 4X. 

Frey (H.) The Microscope and Microscopical Tech- 
nology. 8vo. illustrated. 30^. 

Friswell (J. H.) See Gentle Life Series. 

One of Two. 3 vols. i/. i is. 6d, 



AYWORTHYS (The), a Story of New England 

Life. Small post 8vo. 3X. 6d. 

Gems of Dutch Art. Twelve Photographs from 
finest Engravings in British Museum. Sup. royal 4to. cloth 
extra, s^r. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in I. Small 4to. los, 6d, 

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. Printed in 
Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, form- 
ing suitable Volumes for Presents. Price 6s. each; 
or in calf extra, price loj. 6d. 

I. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Cha- 
racter of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. Tenth Edition. 

" His notion of a gentleman is of the noblest and truest order. A 
little compendium of cheerful philosophy." — Daify News. 

" Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in every 
house."— CAamders journal. 

II. 

About in the World. Essays by the Author of "The Gentle 

Life." 

" It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy 
idea." — Morning Post, 
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III. 
Like onto Christ. A New Transladon of the " De Imita- 

tk»e Chrisd " usuaUy ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. With a Vignette 
from an Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Editioo. 

" Evinces independent scholarship, and a inofound feeling for the 
oiinnaL'* — NoncoH/nrrmist, 

Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly 
▼ohune was never seen." — lUustraUd Lckdcm Newt, 

IV. 

Familiar V^ords. An Index Verhomm, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have beccMne embedded in the English language. Second and en- 
larged £diti<Mi. 

"The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met with.** — 
Notes emd Queries, 
"Will add to the author^s credit with all iKmest workers. "—^jrw- 



V. 

EssajTS by Montaigne. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 

Annotated by the Author of "The Gentk Life." With Vignette Por- 
tiait. Sec(»d Edition. 

^ " We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a ku^ 
circulation ftnr this handsfxne attractive book ; and who can refuse his 
homage to the good-humoured industry of the editor." — lUtutraied 
Times. 

VI. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir 

I^n-ip Sidney. Edited, with Notes, by the Author of "The Gentk 
Life." Dedicated, by permisa<Ki, to the Eari of Derby, js. 6d, 

" AH the best things in the Arcadia are retained iirtact in Mr. Fric 
well's edi t ion. — Exmmitier. 

VII. 

The Gentle Life. Second Series. Third Edition. 

" There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in 
S(une measure to the formation of a true gentleman." — DaiJj News. 

VIII. 

Varia: Readings from Rare Books. Reprinted, by per- 

missicMi, frmn the Saturdajr RevieWy Spectater, &c. 

"The books discussed in this vdume are no less valuable than they 
are rare, and the compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the public 
for having rendered thor treasures available to the general reader.**— 
Observer, 

IX. . 

The Sflent Hoar: Essa3rs, Original and Selected. By 

the Author of "The Gentle Life.'* Second Edidon. 

"An who possess the 'Gentle Life* dioold own this ▼olnme.'*— 
StemtUurd, 
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X. 

Essays on English writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

" The author has a distinct purpose and a proper and noble ambition to 
win the young to the pure and noble study of our glorious English 
hterattu-e. To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read 
and study their native literature we would certainly suggest the volume 
before us a& a fitting introduction." — Examiner. 

XI. 

Other People's Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. Second 

Edition. 

"The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd 
views of human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader 
canxK>t fail to be amusied." — Morning Past, 

XII. 

A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain F^swell. 



German Primer; being an Introduction to First Steps in 
German. By M. T. Preu. m. 6d. 

Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life. 

By William Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo., cloth extra, bevelled 
eages. ts. 

Girdlestone (C.) Christendom. i2mo. 3^. 

■ Family Prayers. i2mo. u. 6d, 

Glover (Rev. R.) The Light of the Word. Third Edition. 

x8mo. ar. 6d, 

Goethe's Faust. With Illustrations by Konewka. Small 4to. 
Price xof. 6d. 

Gouff^ : The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff^, 

Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club ; translated and adapted for 
English use by Alphonse Gouffe', head pastrycook to Her Majesty the 
Queen. Illustrated with large plates, beautifully printed in colours, to- 
gether with z6i woodcuts. 8vo. Coth extra, gilt edges. 2/. 2S. 

Domestic Edition, half-bound. lor. 6d, 

" By fax the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever 
been submitted to the grastronomical world." — Paii MeUl Gazette. 

The Book of Preserves ; or, Receipts for Preparing 



and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrincs, Gelatines, Vege- 
tables, Fruits, Confitures, Syrups, Liqueurs de Famille, Petits Fours, 
Bonbons, &c. &c. By Jules Gouffk, Head Cook of the Paris Jockey 
Club, and translated and adapted by his brother Alphonse Gouffb, 
Head Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen, translator and editor of 
" The Royal Cookery Book. i voL royal 8vo., containing upwards of 
500 Receipts and 34 Illustrations, los. 6d. 
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ALT. (E. H.) Tbe Great ^ITcsft; Handbook ic» 

Fjiiigams aac£ Sett£ers ok AmBooL, With a liij^i Map of 



ffjiTiHgton (J.) Pictures erf Sadnt Gcofse's Ch^^e!, Wind- 

"^^""fc' -*v**- ^■'^ C3K. 



Harrington's Abbej and Pilace of ^nTestminster. FhbUy- 



Hauison (Agnes}. Sae Bffaxtin's Vineyard. 

Haipcr's Handbook for Tiavellers in Snrope and the 

'Sew KdttiOQ. Post Simol Morocco tack, xL u. 



Haiz Mountains. See Blackburn. 

Hawthorne (Mrs. N.) Notes in En^^and and Italy. Crown 

StO. IOC 6id. 

Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold; an Old Man's Story 
of a Young Man's AdTentare& By Dr. L Isaac Haybs, AHthor of 
"The Open Polar Sea." With nrnneroas Illustiatioii& Gilt edges, 6s. 

— The Land of Desolation ; Personal Narrative of Ad- 
ventures in Greenland. Numerous lUnstrations. Demy Svo., doth 
extra. 1^. 
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Hazard (S.) Santo Domingo, Past and Present; With a 

Glance at Hayti. With upwards of One Hundred and Fifty beautiful 
Woodcuts and Maps, chieny from Designs and Sketches by tne Author. 
Demy 8vo. cloth extra, i&r. 

Extract from the notice in Spectator, March 22nd. — ** This is a book 
that, in view of the St. Domingo Loan and the New Samana Bay 
Clompany, will prove peculiarly interesting to English readers." 

Cuba with Pen and Pencil. Over 300 Fine Wood- 
cut Engravings. New edition, 8vo. cloth extra, x^s. 

** We recommend this book to the perusal of our readers." — 
S^ctator. 

"Mr. Hazard has completely exhausted his subject" — Pall Mdll 
Gazette. 

Hazlitt (William) The Round Table ; the Best Essays of 
William Hazlitt, with Biographical Introduction (Bayard Series). 

Healy (M.) Lakeville; or, Shadow and Substance. A 

Novel 3 vols, il, lis. 6d. 

A Summer's Romance. Crown 8vo., cloth, los, 6(L 

The Home Theatre. Small post 8vo. 3J. 6d, 

Henderson (A.) Latin Proverbs and Quotations; with 

Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. By 
Alfred Henderson. Fcap. 4to., 530 pp. xos. 6d. 

" A very handsome volume in its typographical externals, and a very 
useful companion to those who, when a quotation b aptly made, like .to 
trace it to its source, to dwell on the minutix of its application, and to 
find it illustrated wiUi choice parallel passages firom English and lAtin 
authors." — Times. 

"A book well worth adding to one's library." — Saturday Review. 

Hearth Ghosts. By the Author of ' Gilbert Rugge.' 3 Vols. 

xl, xxs. 6d. 

Heber's (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With 

upwards of xoo Designs engraved in the first style of art under the 
superintendence of J. D. Cooper. Small 410. Handsomely boimd, 
7X. 6d 

Higginson (T. W.) Atlantic Essays. Small post 8yo. 

doth. 6s. 

Hitherto. By the Author of " The Gayworthys." New Edition, 
cloth extra. 3f . 6d. Also in Low's American Series. Double Vol. 2J. 6d. 

Hofmann (Carl) A Practical Treatise on the Manufac- 
ture of Paper in all its Branches. Illustrated by One Hundred and 
Ten Wood Engravings, and Five large Folding Plates. In One Volume, 
4to, cloth ; about 400 pages. 3/. 13^. 6d. 

Hoge — Blind Bartimaeus. Popular edition, is. 

Holland (Dr.) Kathrina and Titcomb's Letters. \ See Low's 
American Series. 
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Holmes (Oliver W.) The Guardian Angel; a Romance. 

^—' (Low's Copyright Series.) Boards, I/, dd, ; doth, 2s* 
Aatocrat of the Breakfast Table. 121110. ix. ; Elns- 

bated edition, 31. 6t£ 

The Professor at the Breakfast Table. 3/. dtL 

Songs in Many Keys. Post 8to. 7/. dtL 

Mechanism in Thought and Morals. i2mo. \s, dtL 



Home Theatre (The), by Mast Healt. Small post 8to. 

Homespun, or Twenty Five Years Ago in America, by 

Thomas Lacklaxd. Fcapi Sro. ^s. 6d. 

Hoppin Jas. M.) Old Country, its Scenery, Art, and 

People. Post Svo. 7/. lUL 
Howell (W. D.) Italian Journeys. i2mo. doth. 8r. 6d. 

Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. Crown 8to. 6s. ; £mcy boards, 

as. ; doth, ax. 6d. ; Illtistxated Edition, xot. 6t£ 

Hunt (Leigh) and S. A. Lee, Elegant Sonnets, with 
Essay on Sonneteers. 3 vols. Svo. x8f. 

Day by the Fire. Fcap. dr. 6d. 

Huntington (J.D., D.D.) Christian Believing. Crown Syo. 

Hjrmnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

Bickersteth. 

CE, a Midsummer Night's Dream. Small Post 

8vo. y. 6d. 

Illustrations of China and its People. By J. 
Thomson, F.R.G.S. Being Photographs from the Author's 
Negatives, printed in permanent Pigments by tne Autotype Process, 
and Notes from Personal Observation- 

\* The complete work will embrace 200 Photographs, with Letter- 
press Descriptions of the Places and People represented. In Four 
Volumes, imperial 4to., price 3/. y. each Volume. The First Volume, 
containing Fifty Photographs, is now ready. 

Subscribers ordering the Four Volumes at once will be supplied for 
10/. xos., half of which is to be paid on receipt of Vol. I., and balance on 
completion of the work. Non-subscribers' price is 3/. 3^ . a Volume. 

" In his succeeding volumes, he proposes to take us with him north- 
ward and westward ; and if the high promise held out in the present 
instalment of his book be fulfilled in them, they will together form, from 
every point of view, a most valuable and interesting work. The photo- 
graphs are excellent : . . . . artistically, they are all that can be desired. 
Accompanying each is a full, and what is somewhat imusual in books 
relatine to China, an accurate description of the scene or objects repre- 
sented.^*—^ thenaum. 
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Illustrated Books, suitable for Christmas, Birthday, or 
Wedding Presents. (The full titles of which will be found 
in the Alphabet.) 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist. 7*. 6d. 

Alexander's Bush Fighting. i6f. 

Anderson's Fairy Tales. 25*. 

Arctic Regions. Illustrated. 25 guineas. 

Art, Pictorial and Industrial. Vol. I. 31*. 6d. 

Blackburn's Art in the Mountains, xzs, 

Artists and Arabs. 7*. 6d. 

Harz Mountains. i2f. 

Normandy Picturesque. 16*. 

Travelling in Spain. i6j. 

The Pyrenees. i8j. 

Bush's Reindeer, Dogs, &c. 12^. 6</. 

Butler's Great Lone Land. 7^. 6d. 

Chefs d'CEuvre of Art. ^^l. 14s. 6d. 

China. Illustrated. 4 vols. 3/. y. each vol. 

Christian Lyrics. 

Davies's Pilgrimage of the Tiber. iBs, 

Dream Book, by E. V. B. 21J. 6d. 

Duplessis' 'Wonders of Engraving. 12s. 6d. 

Favourite English Poems. 21s. 

Flammarion's The Atmosphere. 30J. 

Fletcher and Kidder's Brazil. iSs. 

Goethe's Faust, illustrations bv P. Konkwka. lof. 6d. 

Goufife's Royal Cookery Book. Coloured plates. 424. 

Ditto. Popular edition. los. 6a. 

Book of Preserves. 10s. 6d. 

Hazard's Santa Domingo. i8j. 
Cuba. x$s. 

Heber (Bishop) Hymns. Illustrated edition. 7^. 6d. 

Markham's Cruise of the Rosario. idr. 

Milton's Paradise Lost. (Martin's plates). 3/. 13^. 6d, 

My Lady's Cabinet. 21s. 

Ocean to Ocean, los. 6d. 

Palliser (Mrs.) History of Lace. 21s. 

Historic Devices, &c. 21*. 

Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. 61. dr. 

Pike's Sub-Tropical Rambles. i8j. 

Red Cross Knight (The"). 2ks. 

Sauzay's "Wonders of Glass Making, zor. 6d, 

Schiller's Lay of the Bell. 14J. 

St. George's Chapel, "Windsor. 

Sulivan's Dhovt^ Chasing, id;. 

The Abbey and Palace of "Westminster. 5/. $s 

"Viardot, "Wonders of Sculpture. 12^. 6d. 

"Wonders of Italian Art. 12s. 6d. 

"Wonders of European Art. 12s. 6d. 

"Werner (Carl) Nile Sketches. 2 Series, each 3/. xos. 

Index to the Subjects of Books published in the United 
Kingdom during the last 20 years. 8vo. Half-morocco. xA 6s, 

Innocent. By Mrs. Oliphant. 3 Vols. Crown Svo. cloth. 

3 If. 6d. 
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In the Tropics. Post 8to. 6s. 

In SUk Attire. See Black, Wm. 

Is it True ? Being Tales Curious and Wonderful. Small post 
8vo., cloth extra. 41. 

(Forming vol. 4 of the " John Halifax " Series of Girls' Books.) 



ACK HAZARD, a Story of Adventure by J. T. 
Trowbrizxsb. Numerous illustrations, small post y, 64. 

John Halifax Series of Girls' Books. See Girls' 
Books. 

Johnson (R. B.) Very Far West Indeed. A few rough 

Experiences on the North- West Pacific Coast. Cr. 8vo. doth. zof. 6d, 
New Edition — the Fourth, fancy boards, ar. 

" Variety and adventure abound in his book, which is written too 
with never-flagging spirit" — Athetuntm. 



AVANAGH'S Origin of Language. 2 vols, crown 

8vo. i/. 1*. 

Kedge Anchor, or Young Sailor's Assistant, by 

Wm. Brady. 8vo. z8f. 

Kennan (G.) Tent Life in Siberia. 3rd edition. 6s, 

** We strongly recommend the work as one of the most entertaining 
volumes of travel that has appeared of late years.** — AtAemgum, 

** We hold our breath as he details some hair-breadth escape, and 
burst into fits of irresistible laughter over incidents full of humour. — 
Spectator. 

Kent (Chancellor) Commentaries on American Law. 

xith edition. 4 vols. 8vo. 4/. lof. 
Kilmeny. See Black (Wm.) 
King (Clarence) Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 

crown Svo. Third and Cheaper Edition, cloth extra. 6s. 

The Times of Oct. 20th says : — "If we judge his descriptions by 
the vivid impressions they leave, we feel inclined to give them very high 
praise." 

" A fresh and vigorous record of varied kinds of adventure, combined 
with vivid pictures of mountain scenery^ and with glimpses of wild life 
among Indians, Mexicans, and Califonuans, will commend itself to most 
readers." — The Atherueum 

Kingston (W. H. G.) Ben Burton, or Bom and Bred at 

Sea. F«ap. with Illustrations, y, ^, 
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Koldeway (Captain) The Second North-German Polar 
Expedition in the year 1869-1870 of the ships " Germania " and 
'* Hausa/' under Command of Captain Koldeway. Edited and 
Condensed by H. W. Bates, Esq., of the Royal Geographical Society. 
I vol. demy 8vo., numerous Woodcuts, Maps, and Chromo-Lithographs 
— In the Press. 



AKEVILLE. ^^^Healy. 
Land of the White Elephant. ^^ Vincent. 
Lang (J. D.) The Coming Event. 8vo. 12s. 

Lascelles (Arthur) The Coffee Grower's Guide. Post Svo. 

XT. 6d. 

Lee (G. R.) Memoirs of the American Revolutionary 

War. Svo. i6s. 

Like unto Christ. A new translation of the ** De Imitatione 
Christi," usually ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. Second Edition. 6s, 

Little Men. See Alcott. 

Little Preacher. 32mo. i.r. 

Little Women. See Alcott. 

Little Sunshine's Holiday. See Craik (Mrs.) 

Livingstone (Dr.), How I Found. See Stanley. 

Log of my Leisure Hours. By an Old Sailor. Cheaper 

Edition. Fancy boards, zs. 

Longfellow (H. W.) The Poets and Poetry of Europe. 

New Edition. Svo. cloth, i/. ». 

Loomis (Elias). Recent Progress of Astronomy. Post Svo. 

7*. 6d. 



Practical Astronomy. Svo. lar. 



Low's Copyright and Cheap Editions of American 
Authors, comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrange- 
ment with their Authors.: — 

1. Haunted Hearts. By the Author of " The Lamplighter." 

2. The Guardian Angel. By " The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." 

3. The Minister's Wooing. By the Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin. 

4. Views Afoot. Bjr Bayard Taylor. 

5. Kathrina, Her Life and Mine. By J. G. Holland. 

6. Hans Brinker : or. Life in Holland. By Mrs. Dodgb. 
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Low's Cheap Copyright Editions, 

7. Men, ^Vomen, and Ghoats. Bj Miss Phelps. 

8. Society and Solitnde. By Rau« Waux> EsmtsoK. 

9. Hedffed In. By Elizabeth Pheus. 

10. An Old- Fashioned GirL By Locisa M. Alcott. 

xx. Faith Gartney. 

X3. Stowe's Old Town Folks, sc 6dl ; doth, y. 

13. Lowell's Study ^Vindows. 

14. My Sommer in a Garden. By Chakles Dudlkt Wakxbx. 

15. Pink and V^Hute Tyranny. By Mis. Stowb. 

16. We Girls. By 34js. WHrrxET. 

17. Little Men. By Miss Alcott. 

18. Little ^Vomen. By Miss AxjOOTT. 

13. Little ^Vomen ^Vedded. (Focainc the Seqnd to "Ulde 

Women.') 
30l Back-Log Studies. By Chaklbs Dtdlzt Wakvks, Anthor of 

** My Summer in a Garden." 

" This is a delighdiil book-"— ^/Ami^ Mvmtklj. 

21. Timothy Titcomb*s Letters to Young People, Single and 

Married. 
•^* Of this fiunous little work upwards of 50,000 hare been sold in 
America alooe at four times the present price, tiz. u. 6^ Hrrible fimcy 
boards ; u . ckich extzx. 

». Hitherto. By Mrs. T. D. Whitxet. Double Vofaime. ar. &£ 
fancy flcxiUe boards. 
%* This Copjfright work was first puUished in this co untry in 3 irols. 
at 3Lff. tiL : anervards in z toL at 6«. It is now issued in the above 
popular Series. 

33. Farm Ballads, by Wm. Carieton, price ONE SHILLIXa 

The GmardtoM says of ** Little Women,'* that it is "a bright, chcerfiil, 
healthy story — with a tinge of thoo^itfiil g r avity about it which reminds 
(me of John Bun>*an. Meg going to Vanity Fair b a chapter written with 
great cleverness and a pl^sant humour." 

The Athnutum savs of " Old- Fashioned Girl" : " Let whoever wishes 
to read a bright, spirited, wholesome story get the ' Old-Fash ioned Girl' 
at cmce." 

•^» " Wc may be allowed to add, that Messrs. Low's is the * Author's 
ediooQ.' We do not ccHnmonly make these announcements, but ewei y 
one is bound to defeat, as far as he can. the effc»ts of those enterprising 
persons who proclaim «-ith much unction the sacred duty of not ^^^^ritg 
an .\merican author get his proper share of profits." — Spectator, Jan. 4, 
1873. 

Each volume complete in itself, price u.£d. enamelled flexible cover, 
zs. doth. 

Low's Monthly Bulletin of American and Foreign Publi- 

catiotis, ibrwarded r^ulariy. Subscriptkm at. 6tL per annum. 

Low's Minion Series of Popular Books, is. each : — 
The Gates Ajar. CThe original F.ngfish Editioo.} 
^VhoisHe? 
The Little Preacher. 
The Boy Missionary. 
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Low (Sampson, Jun.) The Charities of London. For the 

the year 1872. xs. 

Ludlow (FitzHugh). The Heart of the Continent. Svo. 

doth. i4r. 

Lunn (J. C.) Only Eve. 3 vols. 31J. 6^. 

Lyne (A. A.) The Midshipman's Trip to Jerusalem. 

With illustration. Third Edition. Crown 8vo., cloth. lor. (id. 

Lyra Sacra Americana. Gems of American Poetry, selected 
and arranged, with Notes and Biographical Sketches, by C. D. Clbvr< 
LAND, D. D., author of the*" Milton Concordance.'' i8mo. 4f. fuL 



M||^ AC ALPINE ; or, On Scottish Ground. A Novel 

Cr vOLtI f' ^ vols, crown 8vo. 3 if. dd, 

vmSmw Macgregor (John,) "Rob Roy" on the Baltic. 

Third Edition, small post Svo. 2f. 6</. 

A Thousand Miles in the " Rob Roy " Canoe. 

Eleventh Edition. Small post, 8vo. 2J. td* 

Description of the "Rob Roy" Canoe, with 

plans, &c. \s. 

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl "Rob Roy." 



Second Edition. Small post, 8vo. 5^. 

March (A.) Anglo-Saxon Reader. Svo. 7^-. (id, 

• Comparative Grammar of the Anglo-Saxon Lan- 

guage. 8vo. 1 2 J. 

Marcy, (R. B.) Thirty Years of Army Life. Royal Svo. 

I2J. 

Prairie and Overland Traveller. 2j. 6^. 



Marigold Manor. By Miss Waring. "With Introduction by 
Rev. A. Sewell. With Illustrations. Small Post 8vo. \s. 

Markham (A. H.) The Cruise of the " Rosario " amongst 

the New Hebrides and Santa Cruz Islands, exposing the Recent Atro- 
cities connected with the Kidnapping of Natives in the South Seas. By 
A. H. Markham, Commander, R.N. 8vo. cloth extra, with Map and 
Illustrations. \6s. 

" The crew of the * Rosario ' were sent out from England in that 
wretched tub the * Megaera.' Captain Markham's account of the cruise 
is pleasantly written." — Standard. 

** We trust, therefore, that it may be generally read." — Athefueum. 

c 
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Markham (C. R.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region. 

Demy 8vo. with Maps and Illustrations. [Im the press, 

•<,* The object of this Work is to give the public a correct knowledge 
of the whole line of frontier separating the known from the unknown 
region round the North Pole. 

Marlitt (Miss) The Princess of the Moor. Tauchnitz Trans- 
lations. 

Marsh (George P.) Man and Nature. 8vo. 15^. 

Origin and History of the English Language. 



8vo. idf. 

Lectures on the English Language. 8vo. 15X. 



Martin's Vineyard. By Agnes Harrison. Crown 8vo. cloth. 

los. 6d. 

Matthews (Wm.) See Getting on in the World. 

Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea and 
its Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
Work ; with illustrative Charts and Diagrams. New Edition. Crown 
8vo. 6s. 

Mayo (Dr.) See Never Again. 

McMullen^s History of Canada. 8vo. idr. 

Mercier (Rev. L.) Outlines of the Life of the Lord Jesus 

Christ. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 15*. 

Meridiana See Verne. 

Milton's Complete Poetical Works ; with Concordance by 
W. D. Cleveland. New Edition. 8vo. 12J. ; morocco xl. is. 

• Paradise Lost, with the original Steel Engravings of 

John Martin. Printed on large paper, royal 410. handsomely bound. 
3/. 13J. 6d. 

Miss Dorothy's Charge. By Frank Lee Benedict, Author 

of " My Cousin Elenor." 3 vols, crown 8vo. 31 j. 6d. 

Missionary Geography (The); a Manual of Missionary 

Operations in all parts of the World, with Map and Illustrations. Fcap. 
y. 6d. 

Monk of Monk's Own. 3 vols. 3IJ-. 6d. 

Montaigne's Essays. See Gentle Life Series. 

Morgan's Macaronic Poetry. i6mo. 12s, 

Mother Goose's Melodies for Children. Square 8vo., cloth 

extra, js. 6d. 
Mountain (Bishop) Life of. By his Son. 8vo. los. 6d, 
My Summer in a Garden. See Warner. 
My Cousin Maurice. A Novel. 3 vols. Cloth, 31J. ^, 
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My Lady*s Cabinet. Charmingly Decorated with Lovely 
Drawings and Exquisite Miniatures. Contains Seventy-five Pictures set 
in Frames, and arranged on Twenty-four Panels, thus representing the 
Walls of a richly adorned Boudoir. Each page or panel interleaved with 
Letterpress sufficient to explain the Subjects of the Drawings, and give 
the Names of the Artists. Printed on royal 4to., and very handsomely 
bound in cloth, i/. i.r. 

** The fittest ornament for a Lady's Cabinet which this season has pro- 
duced." — A thetuxunt. 

** Forms an excellent pretty book for the drawing-room table." — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

** A very pretty idea, carried out with much taste and elegance."— 
Daily News. 

My Wife and I. See Mrs. Stowe. 



EVER Again : a Novel. By Dr. Mayo, Author of 
" Kaloolah." New and Cheaper Edition, in One Vol., small 
post 8vo. 6s. Cheapest edition, fancy boards, 2f . 

** Puts its author at once into the very first rank of 
novelists." — The Atherueum. 




New Testament. The Authorized English Version ; with the 
various Readings from the most celebrated Manuscripts, including the 
Sinaitic, the Vatican, and the Alexandrian MSS^ in English. With 
Notes by the Editor, Dr. Tischendorf. The whole revised and care- 
fully collected for the Thousandth Volume of Baron Tauchnitz's Collec- 
tion. Cloth flexible, gilt edges, ar. 6d. ; cheaper style, ar. ; or sewed, 
xs. 6d. 

Nordhoff (C.) California : for Health, Pleasure, and Resi- 
dence. A Book for Travellers and Settlers. Numerous Illustrations, 
8vo., cloth extra. i2J. 6d. 

Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. By William 

Allen Butler, ij. 
Nystrom's Mechanics Pocket Book. lor. 6d, 



CEAN to Ocean. Sandford Fleming's Expedition 

through Canada in 1872. Being a Diary kept during a 
Journey from the Atlantic to the Pacific with the Expedition 
of the Engineer-in-Cbief of the Canadian Pacific and Inter- 
colonial Railways. By the Rev. George M. Grant, of 

Halifax, N.S., Secretary to the Expedition. With Sixty Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo., cloth extra, pp. 372. 10^. 6d. 

Old Fashioned Girl. See Alcott. 

Oliphant (Mrs.) Innocent. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. cloth- 

31;. 6d. 

Only Eve. By Mrs. J. Calbraith Lunn, Three Vols^ 

post 8vo. cloth. 3Xf. 6d. 
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Other Girls (The). S^e Whitney (Mrs.) 

Our American Cousins at Home. By Vera, Author of 
** Under the Red Cross." Illustrated with Pen and Ink Sketches, by 
the Author, and several fine Photographs. Crown 8vo, cloth. 9*. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 3^. 6d. 



ALLISER (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the 

Earliest Period. A New and Revised Edition, with upwards 
of 100 Illustrations and coloured D«signs. 1 voL 8vo. 1/. xs. 

" One of the most readable books of the season ; permanently 
valuable, always interesting, often amusing, and not inferior in all the 
essentials of a gift book." — Titnes. 

Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo. 

xl. xs. 

Paper Manufacture. See Hofmann. 

Parsons (T.) A Treatise on the Law of Marine Insurance 
and General Average. By Hon. Theophilus Parsons. 2 vols. 8vo. 
3^- 3*- 

Parisian Family. From the French of Madame GuizoT De 
Witt; by Authot of " John Halifax." Fcap. 5J. 

"The feeling of the story is so good, the characters are so clearly 
marked, there is such freshness and truth to nature in the simple inci- 
dents recorded, that we have been allured on from page to page without 
the least wish to avail ourselves of a privilege permitted sometimes to the 
reviewer, and to skip a portion of the narrative." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. From Water-Colour Draw- 
ings by Elijah Walton. Chromo lithographed by J, H. Lowes, with 
Descriptive Text by the Rev. T. G. Bonney, M.A., F.G.S. Folio, 
half-morocco, with 21 large Plates. Original subscription, 8 guineas. A 
very limited edition only now issued. Price 6 guineas. 

Phelps (Miss) Gates Ajar. 32mo. 6d, ; 4^. 

Men, Women, and Ghosts. i2mo. Sewed, is, 6d, 



cloth, 2j. 

Hedged In. i2mo. Sewed, is* 6d. ; cloth, 2s, 

Silent Partner. 5^. 



Phillips (L.) Dictionary of Biographical Reference. 8vo. 

1 1. IIS. dd. 

Phillips* Law of Insurance. 2 vols. 3/. 3^". 

Picture Gallery of British Art (The). Twenty beautiful and 

Permanent Photographs after the most celebrated English Painters. 
With Descriptive Letterpress. One Volume, demy 4to. cloth extra, 
gilt edges. 12J. 
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Picture Gallery of Sacred Art (The). Containing Twenty 

very fine Examples in Permanent Photography after the Old Master^ 
With Descriptive Letterpress. Demy 4to. cloth extra, gilt edges. 12*. 

Pike (N.) Sub -Tropical Rambles in the Land of the 

Aphanapteryx. In 1 vol. demy 8vo. i&r. Profusely Illustrated from 
the Author's own Sketches, also with Maps and valuable Meteorological 
Charts. 

** Rarely have we met with a book of travels more enjoyable, and few 
have been written by a sharper or closer observer. To recapitulate a 
tithe of the heads of the information he provides would exhaust the 
limits of the longest paragraph, and we must content ourselves with saying 
that he has left very little indeed to be gleaned by his successors in the 
task of bringing home to the English mind what a wealth of beauty 
and novelty there is to be found on the island." — The Standard. 

Pilgrimage of the Tiber. See Davies (Wm.). 

Plutarch's Lives. An Entirely New and Library Edition. 
Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. 5 vols. 8vo. 3/. 3*. 

** * Plutarch's Lives * will yet be read by thousands, and in the version 
of Mr. Clough." — Quarterly RevieTV. 

*' Mr. Clough's work is worthy of all praise, and we hope that it will 
tend to revive the study of Plutarch." — Times. 

Morals. Uniform with Clough *s Edition of ** Lives of 

Plutarch." Edited by Professor Goodwin. 5 vols. 8vo. 3/. y. 

Poe (E. A.) The Works of. 4 vols. 2/. 2j. 

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with 
many additional Poems, inserted by permission of the Authors. Small 
post Svo., cloth. 5J. 

** These books (Palgrave's and Trenche's) are quite beyond the range 
of the ordinary compiler, and praise similar in character, if not in degree^ 
may be awarded to the careful Editor of the litde volume before us."— 
Spectator. 

Polar Expedition. See Koldeway. 

Poor (H. V.) Manual of the Railroads of the United 

States for 1873-4; Showine: their Mileage, Stocks, Bonds^ Cost, 
Eaminers, Expenses, and Organisations, with a Sketch of their Rise, &c 
I vol. 8vo. 24J. 

Portraits of Celebrated Women. By C. A. St. Beuve. 

x2mo. 6s. 6d. 

Preces Veterum. CoUegit et edidit Joannes F. France. Crown 

8vo., cloth, red edges. 5;. 

Preu (M. T.) German Primer. Square cloth. 2s. 6d. 
Prime (I.) Fifteen Years of Prayer. Small post 8vo., doth. 

3^ . 6d. 

(E. D. G.) Around the World. Sketches of Travel 

through Many Lsmds and over Many Seas, 8vo., Illustrated. 141. 
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Publishers' Circular (The), and General Record of British 
and Foreien Literature ; giving a transcript of the title-page of every 
work published in Great Britain, and every work of interest published 
abroad, with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Published regularly on the ist and 15th of every Month, and forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on payment of 8x. per annum. 

Queer Things of the Service. Crown Svo., fancy boards. 
8X. 6d. 



ASSELAS, Prince of Abyssinia. By Dr. John- 
son. With Introduction by the Rev. William West, Vicar 
of "S^ixn. (Bayard Series), zs. 6eL 

Ready, O Ready ! or These Forty Years : A book for 
Young Fellows. By Captain Allston, R.N. Small post 8vo., cloth 
extra, y. 6d. 

Recamier (Madame) Memoirs and Correspondence of. 

Translated from the French, and Edited by J. M. LirvsTER. With 
Portrait. Crown Svo. js. 6d. 

Red Cross Knight (The). See Spenser. 

Reid (W.) After the War. Crown Svo. los, 6d, 

Reindeer, Dogs, &c. See Bush. 

Reminiscences of America in 1869, by Two Englishmen. 

Crown Svo. ^s. 6d. 

Reynard the Fox. The Prose Translation by the late Thomas 

RoscoE. With about loo exquisite Illustrations on Wood, after designs 
by A. J. Elwes. Imperial i6mo. cloth extra, js. 6d. 

• ** Will yield to none either in the interest of its text or excellence of its 
engravings. " — Standard. 

"A capital Christmas book." — Globe. 

** The designs are an ornament of a delightful text." — Ttm€S, Dec. 24. 

Rhyme of the Duchess May. See Browning. 

Richardson (A. S.) Stories from Old English Poetry. 

Small post Svo., cloth. 5J. 

Rochefoucauld's Reflections. Flexible cloth extra. 2j. 6d, 

(Bayard Series.) 

Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memory. See ** Choice Editions 

of Choice Books." 5J. 
Romance (The) of American History. By Prof. De Vere. 

Crown Svo. cloth, dr. 

ANDEAU (J.) See Sea-Gull Rock. 

SANTO DOMINGO, Past and Present. See 
Hazard. 

Sauzay (A.) Marvels of Glass Making. Nu- 
merous Illustrations. Demy Svo. izs. 6tL 
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Schiller's Lay of the Bell, translated by Lord Lytton. With 

42 illustrations after Retsch. Oblong 410. 14*. 

School Books. See Classified. 

School Prizes. See Books. 

Sea- Gull Rock. By Jules Sandeau, of the French Aca- 
demy. Translated by Robert Black, M.A. With Seventy-nine 
very beautiful Woodcuts. Royal i6mo., cloth extra, gilt edges. 7^. (id. 
A story more fascinating, more replete with the most rollicking 
fun, the most harrowing scenes of suspense, distress, and hair-breadtn 
escapes from danger, was seldom before written, published, or read."- - 
AthentEnm. 

'' It deserves to please the new nation of boys to whom it is presented." 
— Times. 

" The very best French story for children we have ever seen.'* — 
Standard. 

" A delightful tTC?i.t."— Illustrated London News. 

" Admirable, full of life, pathos, and fun. . . . It is a striking and 
attractive book." — Guardian. 

" This story deserves to be a great favourite with English boys as well 
as with French." — Saturday Review. 

" Can be recommended alike for the graphic illustrations and admir- 
able subject-matter." — John Bull. 

'* Is quite a gem of its kind. It is beautifully and profusely illus- 
trated." — Graphic. 

** A finely illustrated and beautifully adorned volume." — Daily News. 

Seaman (Ezra C.) Essays on the Progress of Nations 

in civilization, productive history, wealth, and population ; illustrated by 
statistics. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Sedgwick, (J.) Treatise on the Measure of Damages. 8vo. 

i/. i8j. 
Shadow of the Rock. See Bickersteth. 

Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets, selected by J. Howard 
Staunton ; with 36 exquisite drawings by John Gilbert. See 
** Choice Series." 5*. 

Shawl Straps. See Alcott. 

Sheridan's Troopers on the Borders. Post 8vo. 7^. 6d, 

Sidney (Sir Philip) The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, 
edited, with notes, by the author of " Gentle Life," 7*. 6d. Large paper 
edition. i2j. 

Silent Hour (The), Essays original and selected, by the author 
of "The Gentle Life." Second edition. 6s. 

Silent Partner. See Phelps. 

Silliman (Benjamin) Life of, by G. P. Fisher. 2 vols. 

crown 8vo. i/. 4J. ^ 

Simson (W.) A History of the Gipsies, with specimens of 

the Gipsy Language, los. 6d. 

Smiley (S. F.) Who is He ? 32mo. u.' 
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Smith and Hamilton's French Dictionary. 2 vols. Cloth, 

au. : half roan, 32X. 

Snow Flakes, and what they told the Children, beautifully 

printed in colours. Cloth extra, bevelled boards, sx. 

Socrates. Memoirs, from Xenophon's- Memorabilia. By 

£. Lbvibk. Flexible cloth. 2r. td. Bayard Series. 

Spasrth (Henry) The American Draught-Player. 2nd 

edition. z2mo. zu. (>d. 

Spenser's Red Cross Knight, illustrated with 12 original 

drawings in facsimile. 4to. xl. sr. 

Spofford (Harriet P.) The Thief in the Night. Crown 8vo., 

cloth. 5f. 

Spray from the Water of Blisenbrunnen. By Godfrey 

Maynard. Small Post Svo. Fancy Boards, zs. 6d. 

St. Cecilia, a modem tale of Real Life. 3 vols, post Svo. 
31/. 6d. 

St. George's Chapel, Windsor, or 18 Photographs with de- 
scriptive Letterpress, by John Harrington. Imp. 4ta 63^. 

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Including 
Travels, Adventures, and Discoveries in Central Africa. Illustrations* 
Maps, &c. Svo. cloth. 2 if. 

Steele (Thos.) Under the Palms. A Volume of Verse. By 
Thomas Steele, translator of "An Eastern Love Story.** Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, 5*. 

Stewart (D.) Outlines of Moral Philosophy, by Dr. McCosh. 

New edition. lamo. y. 6d. 
Stone (J. B.) A Tour with Cook Through Spain ; being a 

Series of Descriptive Letters of Ancient Cities and Scenery of Spain, and 
of Life, Manners, and Customs of Spaniards. As Seen and Enjoyed in 
a Summer Holiday. Illustrated by Photographs produced by the Auto- 
type Process. Crown Svo. cloth. 6s. 

Stories of the Great Prairies, from the Novels of J. F. 

Cooper. With numerous illustrations. 55. 

Stories of the Woods, from J. F. Cooper. 5j. 

Sea, from J. F. Cooper. 5^. 

Story without an End, from the German of Carov^, by the 
late Mrs. Sarah T. Austin, crown 410. with 15 exquisite drawings by 
E. V. B., printed in colours in facsimile of the original water colours, 
and numerous other illustrations. New edition, js. (xL 



— ^ square, with illustrations by Harvey. 2s. (>d, 

of the Great March, a Diarjr of General Sherman's 

Campaign through Georgia and the Carolinas. Numerous illustrations, 
xamo. cloth, js. 6d. 



^f 1 iM r ■ * 
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Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). Dred. Tauchnitz edition. i2mo. 31. 6d, 

— Geography, with 60 illustrations. Square doth, 4?. 6d. 

House and Home Papers. i2mo. boards, is. ; doth 

extra, 2S. 6d. 
Little Foxes. Cheap edition, is. ; library edition, 4s. 6d, 

Men of our Times, with portrait. 8vo. 12s. 6d, 



Minister's Wooing. 5J. ; copyright series, is. 6d, ; 

doth, 2S. 

Old Town Folk. 6s. Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d. 



** This story must make its way, as it is easy to predict it will, by its 
intrinsic merits." — Times. 

*' A novel of great power and beauty, and something more than a 
mere novel — we mean that it is worth thoughtful people's reading. . . 
It is a finished literary work, and will well repay the reading." — Literary 
Churchman. 



Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra. 3^. (xi. 

My Wife and I; or, Harry Henderson's His- 
tory. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

** She has made a very pleasant book." — Guardian, 

" From the first page to the last the book is vigorous, racy, and 
enjoyable." — Daily Telegraph, 



Pink and White Tyranny. Small post Svo. 31. dd. 



Cheap Edition, \s. 6d. and 2J. 

Queer Little People, u. ; doth, 2j. 

Religious Poems ; with illustrations. 3j. 6rf. 

Chimney Comer, is. ; doth, is. 6d, 

The Pearl of Oct's Island. Crown Svo. Ss. 

Little Pussey Willow. Fcap. 2s. 



(Professor Calvin E.) The Origin and History of 

the Books of the New Testament, Canonical and Apocryphal. 
Svo. 8j. 6d, 



t 
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STORY'S (JUSTICE) WORKS: 

Commentaries on the Law of Agency, as a Branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition. 
8vo. x/. xi.r. dd. 

Commentaries on the Law of Bailments. 7th Edition. 

8vo. i/. lis. 6d. * 

Commentaries on the Law of Bills of Exchange, 

Forei^^n and Inland, as administered in England and America. 
4th Edition. 8vo. i/. 11s. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Conflict of Laws, Foreign 

and Domestic, in regard to Contracts, Rights, and Remedies, 
and especially in regard to Marriages, Divorces, Wills, Successions, 
and Judgments. 6tn Edition. Svo. il. i$s. 

Commentaries on the Constitution of the United 
States ; with a Preliminary Review of the Constitutional History 
of the Colonies and States before the adoption of the Constitution. 
31-d Edition. 2 vols. Svo. 3/. y. 

Commentaries on the Law of Partnership as a branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition, 
by E. H. Bennett. Svo. il. us. dd. 

Commentaries on the Law of Promissory Notes, 

and Guarantees of Notes and Cheques on Banks and Bankers. 6th 
Edition ; by E. H. Bennett. Svo. il. us. td. 

Commentaries on Equity Pleadings and the Inci- 
dents relating thereto, according to the Practice of the Courts of 
Equity of England and America. 7th Edition. Svo. li. us. 6d. 

Commentaries on Equity Jurisprudence as admi- 
nistered in England and America. 9th Edition. 3/. 3^. 

Treatise on the Law of Contracts. By William 

W. Story. 4th Edition, 2 vols. Svo. 3/. 3J. 

Treatise on the Law of Sales of Personal Property. 

3rd Edition, edited by Hon. J. C. Perkins. Svo. 1/. us. 6d. 
Sub-Tropical Rambles. See Pike (N.) 
Suburban Sketches, by the Author of '* Venetian Life." 

Post Svo. 6s. 

Sullivan (G. C.) Dhow Chasing in Zanzibar Waters and 
on the Eastern Coast of Africa ; a Narrative of Five Years' Expe- 
nences in the suppression of the Slave Trade. With Illustrations from 
Photographs and Sketches taken on the spot by the Author. Demy Svo, 
cloth extra. i6s. Second Edition. 

Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life, by the Author of 
The Gayworthys," Illustrations. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

Swiss Family Robinson, i2mo. 3J. 6d. 
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AUCHNITZ'S English Editions of German 

Authors. Each volume cloth flexible, 2f. ; or sewed, xs, 6d. 
The following are now ready : — 

On the Heights. By B. Aukrbach. 3 vols. 
In the Year '13. By Fritz Rkutkr. i vol. 
Faust. By Goethk. i voL 
Undine, and other Tales. By Fouqu^. z voL 
L'Arrabiata. By Paul Hkvsk. i vol. 

The Princess, and other Tales. By Hkinrich Zschokkb. i vol 
Lessing's Nathan the Wise. 

Hacklander's Behind the Counter, translated by Mary Howitt. 
Three Tales. By W. Hauff. 
Joachim v. Kamern ; Diary of a Poor Young Lady. By M. 

Nathusius. 
Poems by Ferdinand Freilig^ath. Edited by his daughter. 
Gabriel. From the German of Paul Hkvse. By Arthur Milman. 
The Dead Lake, and other Tales. By P. Hbvsb. 
Through Night to Light. By Gutzkow. 
Flower, Fruit, and Thorn Pieces. By Jean Paul Richtbr. 
The Princess of the Moor. By Miss Marlitt. 
An Egyptian Princess. By G. Ebers. 2 vols. 
Ekkehard. By J. V. Scheffel. 

Tauchnitz (B.) German and English Dictionary, Paper, 

xs. ; cloth, xs. 6d. ; roan, 2s. 

French and English. Paper is, 6d, ; cloth, 2j. ; 

roan, 2s. 6d. 

Italian and English. Paper, is. 6d, j cloth, 2s, ; 



roan, 2j. 6d. 

Spanish and English. Paper, is, 6d, ; cloth, 2s. ; 



roan, 2j. 6d. 



New Testament. Cloth, 2s, ; gilt, 2s, 6d, See New 

Testament. 

Tayler (C. B.) Sacred Records, &c., in Verse. Fcap. 8vo, 

cloth extra, is. 6d. 

" Devotional feeling and sentiment are the pleasing characteristics 
the Rector of Otley's charming and elegant little volume of poems.. . 
Fluency, fervour, and ready command of rhyme— criticism must will- 
ingly accord to the Rev, C. B. Tayler . . . attractive and lovable litde 
volume of verse." — Morning Post. 
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Taylor (Bayard) The Bye ways of Europe; Viats by Unfre- 
quented Routes to Remarkable Places. By Bayakd Tatu>k, anthor 
of ** Views Afoot." 2 vols, post 8vo. 16*. 

. Story of Kennett. 2 yoIs. i6f. 

Hannah Thurston. 3 yoIs. i/. 4r. 

-^— Travels in Greece and Russia. Post 8vo. 7/. 6d, 

Northern Europe. Post 8vo. Cloth* &f. 6iL 

Eg3rpt and Central Africa. 

-^— Beauty and the Beast. Crown 8vo. ictr. 6d, 

A Summer in Colorado. Post 8yo. yx. 6d, 

Joseph and his Friend. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d, 

Views Afoot. Enamelled boards, is. 6d. ; doth, 2s. 



See Low's Copyright E^tioa. 

Tennyson's May Queen ; choicely ninstrated from designs by 
the Hon. Mrs. Boyle. Crown 8vo. See Choice Series. s$. 

Thomson (J.) See Illustrations of China. 
Thomson (Stephen). 5<f<f Chefs -d'CEuvre of Art. 
Thomson (W. M.) The Land and the Book. With 300 

Illustrations. 2 vols. x/. is. 

Threshold of the Unknown Region. See Markham. 
Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Young People, Single and 

Married. (Low's American Series). Vol. xxi. is. dd.hoards; 2s. cloth. 

Tischendorf (Dr.) The New Testament. See New Testa- 
ment. 

Tolhausen (A.) The Technological Dictionary in the 

French, English, and German Languages. Containing the Technical 
Terms used in the Arts, Manufactures, and Industrial Affairs generally. 
Revised and Augmented by M. Louis Tolhausen, French Consul at 
Leipzig. This Work will be completed in Three Parts. 

The First Part, containing French-German-English, crown 8vo. 2 vols, 
sewed, 8j. ; i vol. half roan, gs. 

The Second Part, containing English-German-French, crown Bvo. 
3 vols, sewed, 8j. ; i vol. bound, 9*. 

A Third Part, containing German-English-French, is also in prepara- 
tion. 

V The First Half of Part I. sewed. 4*. 

Townsend (John) A Treatise on the Wrongs called 
Slander and Libel, and on the remedy, by civil action, for these 
wrongs. 8vo. i/. 10*. • 
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Tuckermann (C. K.) The Greeks of To-day. Crown 8vo. 

cloth. 7^. dd. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. See Verne. 
Twenty Years Ago. (Forming Volume 3 of the John Halifax 

Series of Girls' Books). Small post 8vo. 4X. 

Twining (Miss) Illustrations of the Natural Orders of 
Plants, ^vith Groups and Descriptions. By Elizabeth Twining. 
Reduced from the folio edition, splendidly illustrated in colours from 
nature. 2 vols. Royal 8vo. 5/. 59. 

Unprofessional Vagabond. See Carlislf (T.) 



ANDENHOFF'S (George), Clerical Assistant. 

Fcap. 3^. td. 

Ladies' Reader (The). Fcap. 5^. 




Varia ; Rare Readings from Scarce Books, by the author of 

"The Gentle Life." Reprinted by permission from the " Saturday Re- 
view," ** Spectator," &c ts. 

Vaux (Calvert). Villas and Cottages, a new edition, with 

300 designs. 8vo. 15J. 

Verne (Jules), Meridiana : Adventures of Three English- 
men and Three Russians in South Africa. Translated from the French. 
With numerous Illustrations. Royal i6mo. cloth extra, gilt edges. 
7^ . 6</. 

"This capital translation of M. Verne's last wild and amusing story is, 
like all those by the sanie author, delightfully extravagant, and full of 
entertaining improbabilities. . . . The illustrations are not the least 
amusing part of M. Verne's book, and certainly the reader of 'Meri- 
diana* will not fail to have many a hearty laugh over it." — Morning Post, 

"There is real merit here in both the narrative and the woodcuts."— 
North British Daily Mail. 

" Eminently readable." — Daily News. 

" One of the most interesting books of the season. . . . Ably trans- 
lated "• -Graphic. 

"Jules Verne, in 'Meridiana,* makes the account of the scientific pro- 
ceedings as interesting as the hunting and exploring adventures, which is 
saying a good deal." — Athenceum. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. Trans- 
lated and Edited by the Rev. L. P. Mercier, M.A., with 113 very 
Graphic Woodcuts. Large Post 8vo. cloth extra, gilt edges, xos. 6d. 

Uniform with the First Edition of " The Adventures of a Young Natu- 
ralist." 

" Boys will be delighted with this wild story, through which scientific 
truth and most frantic fiction walk cheek by jowl. . . . It is an ex- 
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ceCest biTTs' book. We derootiy wish we were a boy to enjoy it.* — 
Ttmtes, D«c. 24. 

** Full :f chc most sstoozKiiiag sabmanne adrentxues ever printed." — 
MarmxMg- F^sT. 

*' Illustrarcd with m'?re than a hundred engravingfs that make the hair 
stand OD esd. acd published at a low price. If thLs book, wrhich is trans- 
lated frcm the French, does not * go,' boys are no k}nger bo3rs. 
Grave men ifcill be equally borne along in the grasp of the accomplished 
author." — SUmdanL 

Very Par AVest Indeed. .Sar Johnson. 

Viardot (L.) "Wonders of Italian Art, nnmerons photo- 

gTa{^uc and other inustrati<His. Demy Sra vzs. 6d. 

Wonders of Painting, numerous phot(^[raphs and 



other illustrations. Demy 8vo. i2X. 6iL 




Wonders of Sculpture. Numerous Illustrations. 

Demy Sva laf. 6d. 

Vincent (F.) The Land of the "White Elephant : Sights 

and Scenes in South-Eastem Asia. A Personal Narrative of Travel and 
Adventure in Farther India, embracing the countries of Burmah, Siam, 
Cambodia, and Cochin China, 1871-2. With Maps, P l a ns , and numer- 
ous Illustrations. 8vo. cloth extra. [/» the press. 



AKE ROBIN; a Book about Birds, by John 

BuRROL'GHs. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. 

Boards, \s. 6d. ; doth, zs. (Low's Copyright Series.) 
Back-log Studies. Boards u. 6^. ; cloth2j'. (Low's 

Copyright Series.) 

We Girls. See Whitney. 

Webster (Daniel) Life of, by Geo. T. Curtis. 2 vols. 8vo. 

Cloth. 36*. 
Werner (Carl), Nile Sketches, Painted from Nature during 

his travels through Egypt. Facsimiles of Water-colour Paintings 
executed by Gustav W. Seitz ; with Descriptive Text by Dr. E. A. 
Brehm and Dr. Dumichen. Imperial folio, in Cardboard Wrapper. 
3/. \os. 

Contents of the Second Series : — Banks of the Nile near 
Achmins— CofTee-house at Cairo— Money broker in Esneh— Tombs of 
Kalifs of Cairo— Assuan — The Temples of Luxor. 

*#* Part I., published last year, may still be had, price ;^3 10*. 
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Westminster Abbey and Palace. 40 Photographic Views 
with Letterpress, dedicated to Dean Stanley. 4to. Morocco extra, 

Wheaton (Henry) Elements of International Law. New 

edition. [/« the press. 

When George the Third was King. 2 vols., post 8vo. 2 1 J. 
Where is the City ? i2mo. cloth. 6j. 
White (J.) Sketches from America. 8vo. I2j. 

White (R. G.) Memoirs of the Life of William Shake- 
speare. Post 8vo. Cloth, xos. 6d. 

* 

Whitney (Mrs. A. D. T.), The Gayworthys. Small post 

8vo. 3J. 6d. 

Faith Gartney. Small post 8vo. 3J. 6^. And in Low's 



Cheap Series, is. 6d. and 2J. 

Hitherto. Small post 8vo. 3J. 6d, and 2s, 6d, 



Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life. Small post 

8vo. 3^. 6d. 

The Other Girls. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 3J. 6d, 



We Girls. Small post 8vo. 3J. 6d. Cheap Edition, 

If. 6d. and 2J. 

Whyte (J. W. H.) A Land Journey from Asia to Europe. 

Crown 8vo. 12s. 

Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional 
Assistance. By a Probate Court Official. Fourth Edition, 
revised and considerably enlarged, ynth Forms of Wills, Residuary 
Accounts, &c. Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp. xs. 

Woman's (A) Faith. A Novel. By the Author of " Ethel." 
3 vols. Post 8vo. 31J. 6d. 

Wonders of Sculpture. See Viardot. 

Worcester's (Dr.), New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary 

of the English Language. Adapted for Library or College Refer- 
ence, comprising 40,000 Words more than Johnson's Dictionary. 4to. 
cloth, 1,834 pp. Price 31^. 6d. well bound ; ditto, half mor, 2/. 2s. 

*' The volumes before us show a vast amount of diligence ; but with 
Webster it is diligence in combination with fancifulness,— with Wor- 
cester in combination with good sense and judgment. Worcester's is the 
soberer and safer book, and may be pronounced the best existing English 
Lexicon. " — A thenauvt. 
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Wards of Wellington, Maxims and Opinions, Sentences 

and Rtflectioni of the Great Duke, Kaiheied bom hiiD *-- 

Leuetj, ind Sprtchts (Bayjtd Seiiea). M. td. 



THB INEXHAUSTIBLE MAGIC INKSTAND 
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